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CHAPTEE I. 

THE MAKRIAGE REGISTERS. 

It must be confessed that the little district 
church did not contain any object of interest 
to Mr. Lagger, with the exception of the place 
where the registry books had been huddled 
away by the old clerk, and, in his own mind, 
he felt perfectly convinced that it was not a 
safe repository for them. Appealed to, how- 
ever, on this point, Ive could by no means 
admit the excuse advanced by Ferrers for 
their removal. 

" Now you just answer me this question," 
he said. " Is this 'ere a Church of England 
Es-tablishment, or is it not ?" 
" Church of England, no doubt." 
" Well, then, a Church of England Es-tab- 
lishment has a parson, to do what the prayer- 
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book orders him to do, and a clerk to say 
A-men to what he sez, and wardens, dooly 
chosen, to take charge of and be responsible 
for this, that^ and t'other, necessaiy for the 
celebration of this, that, and t'other service — 
that's what a Chnrch of England Es-tablish- 
ment has. Now what are yon ? Are yon the 
parson, or the clerk, or the two churchwardens 
of this 'ere Es-tablishment ?" 

" The clerk." 

" Very good ! Then yon stick to your 
A-men, and let^ the others stick to their 
bnsiness." 

" But I thought— " 

'* You thought ! What call Kas a parish 
clerk got to t/iini ? Wait till you're a parson^ 
or two churchwardens, and then you may 
think, and welcome." 

"Mr. Thomas i^oroughly approved of what 
I did." 

" And what right had he to meddle wifii 
them books anj' more than you ? Now don.'t 
you go argufying the point with me, young^ 
fellow, or you'll find yourself in the wro^ 
lx)x," said Mr; Lagger, severely. "You've 
bin* and • coHL-mitted a mistake, to say the 
least* ofi it. You prove to matiiafc you ani% 
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Isin aad disne m?«9, amii I'm noi ther man to be^ 
hacd upon jwl. ISbwi^ lae; T&e mamage 
registry" book now in Tise— -wiia^flfs; that ?*^ 

** In the Y»tigr/* 

"How lang^ does it ga baek ?" 

**I caaaot. say exactly; afcoKt twenty or 
idikferyea«. 

"Welly &ea^ jmi go: and fyjek it, for i 
must re-port upon *em aM. lEom^v^e bin in tihie: 
habit of (saaarjfiaig tibie books ta jmnr |diace, so 
no one wont notice yonr taking thisL Cut 
along, and rU wait for you outside." 

Thia eoni^^rsatioiE had, taken, -ptaem ^' the 
dfoot of tiie belfiy tower; in ^ sort e£ Traulfc 
below the Level of the dburch floor,^ in whidh 
Hie beE was rung^wi^La long' rope, and where 
— ^in a sort of cupboard rough-hewn in the 
wall — &e old books had been dbeovered. 

Mr^ Lagg^ found his way CHit agaik into 
the churchyard, where he waff soon joined by 
the new d^K canying the: reoioired volume 
under his arm. 

"That's right,'* saad lOie detee&ve : '"^now 
qome along^ home,^ and: kt^s av^sribaul these 
books while there's deujli^t tia^ sea what's: 
what. Th0re> asn^t ma one to. hear you, so you 
need not^ ask; me to. tea ; only when we come 
. ■ B 2 
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to your lodgings, yon sez to your landlord or 
his good lady, whicherer you meets fust — set 
you, ' Mr. What's-his-name, or Mrs. What's- 
her-name, this gentleman's an old ac-quain- 
tance of mine (which is true, you know), and 
he*s come to have a chat over old times/ True 
agin — for them registers go back to the days 
of our godfathers and godmothers in our 
haptism, and afore then." 

" I have done no wrong," replied Ferrers, 
**and see no occasion for this secrecy and 
deceit." 

" Werry well ! — werry well ! Then you bring 
down the books to the parsonage, and we'U 
have a public in-quiry; only, of course, I 
must tell the parson the reason why it is t6 
be held." 

Ferrers turned deadly pale again, and 
gnawed his nether lip till the blood trickled. 

" Have it your own way," he said at last, 
in a half choking voice. " I am in your 
power. God help me !'' » . 

^^ Yon help yourself. God made you a rea- 
sonable being, not a pig or a idiot, that ydu 
should be helped along." 

" Follow me, and I'll do as you desire." 

" Not a bit of it. Old friends just met. 
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^ter a separ-ation, doa't marcli along in single 
fik. Ton take my arm, and. carry this 'ere 
butterfly-net ; and look pleasant . too — ^that's 
about how old friends should go along." 

Ferrers shuddered, as he felt the grasp of 
t}xe detective tighten on his arm. He con- 
ducted him down the lane in silence, and they 
W^xe soon seated in the new clerk's pleasant, 
but homely quarters, with the heavy registers 
spread out upon the table. 
i "Before we begin this 'ere in-quiry," said 
Lagger, " tell me one thing. You gev a 
wrong name when you was took up ; didn't 
you now?" 

" No, Clarke was my right name^ — an honest 
one once." 

" Clarke, eh, so it was !" said the detective, 
dipping his thigh. "Forgery at the Old 
Bailey, three years' penal servitude, Mr. 
Justice Wightman ; I know ; you'd a dozen 
vdtnesses to character, you had; but the 
judges, they're always down hard and heavy 
.upon forgers. You may smash a man's skull 
in. (so as you don't quite kill him) for twelve 
months, but if you forges his name you catcher 
it hot. This ain't nothing to the purpose^ 
i];v;>ugh. Let's get on with the registers," 
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The booiks were sadly the worse for damp 
and mildepr, but m moich <5are and ingenu% 
had been ei^exKoled hy the new d^k upon 
their resboTBiiiQmL, that the hindmgs were firm, 
and the contents perfedify legible. There 
were three in all, the one m use maMng the 
fourth. 

" Tim,''' said Pcirers, dsrawmg forward one 
t>f a smallar siase, and i&we ancient- looking 
manufacture than the others, " is ttie first/' 

** How am I to know thalj,*' asked -Lagger . 

^'Because it xsommemces in April, 1^97 — 
the moniii in wHch the church was first 
consecrated." 

" And how am I to Imow tiaf ?" 

" I will show you the deed by which it was 
endowed." 

**What! you've bin and took the deeds 
away too! I say, young fellow, you've bin 
going it !*' 

"I took away everythiug that hole con- 
tained. A <»*ack in the external wall had 
widened, and the rain came in, aad the recess 
was half fuH of water when I opened the door. 
If I had waited m I could get leave from the 
wardens, the entire contents might have been 
destroyed."" 



Mt 
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^fAnd'^hat odds-wasit to you if they had 
been?" 

'" J^4>se to me, certainly ; but it .might have 
lifiea ofthejoacxst idtalim to some one 

else." 

"JSwEOfb — m !" mosed the detective, turn- 
ing over the jwiges of the old book, " thk 
«eems .to .be /all scpiaTe -enough, .and Jiot so 
l»adly mended either." 

" When does the next begin?*' 

" The fest entry is the .22nd September, 
1748, JEflizabdih Carter aad Herbert Went- 
worth." 

" Good I go on ja page or two. Stop ! there's 
something scratched lOnt." 

"Yes, but if you look to the bottom of the 
ipage, you mU &iid a note explaining why thi^ 
Tfas doaie. The wcunan gave her mother's 
maiden name, as they sometimes do still, in 
these parts, when the &ther is dead. The 
jcieigyman found out Jier mistake, and corrected 
it. The note is in the same hand- writing as 
ite^Biry, and signed -RJli ids imtials." 

^ This book seems jts if it had been ^well- 
migh all to pieces," resumed La^er, turning 
v0ver page after page; ^* but how do you know 
ijiat tiie leaTes you have stuck in belong to 
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the places where yon have bin and stnek 
em r 

^^ I compared the dates of the several en- 
tries, and sometimes an entry ran from one 
page into the next, and so gnided me/' 

"They ought to have bin drawed up in 
a regular form, and numbered." 

^ You will find that that is done, when you 
come to the time when the Act of Parliament 
was passed, which — ^" 

" Now don't you go jabbering to me about 
Acts of Parliament," interrupted Lagger — 
" just as if I didn't know the law !" 

**Here, tiien, you find it complied with," 
said Ferrers, opening tiie third volume. " I 
suppose it was not thought worth while to 
have a new book, as this was not quite filled 
up ; so the few entries under the new system 
have been made in a form ruled by hand. The 
book now in use is printed, but the entries 
run on regularly from the first — year aft^ 
year." 

The detective continued to make his feigned 
scrutiny with much apparent care, dwelling 
upon an entry here and there, in order that 
when he came to that whicL alone he cared to 
see, no suspicion might be aroused as to his 
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motive in closely scanning its details. Kabit 
liad made him careful, and. long experience as 
a hunter of criminal men, had taught him 
what remote and trifling mistakes will some- 
times suffice to put the quarry on his guards 
and lengthen, if not break off, the chase. 

" Jist so," he said, as he came to the more 
formal entries ; " Number — When married — 
Name and Surname — J^e — Condition — Rank or 
Profession — Residence at time of marriage — Fa- 
ther or mothers surname — Rank or Profession 
tf father. Eight ! When you marry," observed 
the detective, shaking his forefinger at the 
new clerk, " it ain't sufficient for you to know 
who was your wife's father and mother, and 
what they was ; or for your wife to know who 
wasj^oi^r father and mother, and what they was. 
The law steps in and sez, * Des-cribe your- 
selves, every one of you. I want to know all 
about the lot,' that's what the law sez ! * I 
ain't a-going,' sez the law, ' to have you 
making a row when you get tired of each 
bther, or any one else making a row for you 
when you're dead, and saying, "This 'ere 
John Smith was John Smith, but he wasn't 
the identical John Smith as married Mary 
Brown!" I ain't a-going to stand none of 
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f^me little gainer/ eez the law> and so/Iitdll 
j^Du; conseqaeBtly ^e law will make you deft- 
arilbe yourself and your fam'ly, and your lovely 
]»Eide's £»mly too, so tiiat there jnay h^MO 
aadstake about it, — ^that's what tiie law does.'' 

"I am perfectly aware of the i^guktkia 
meA its intention/' ^aid the new clerk, Inmrbly* 

"" "Werry well, then; don't you get a-tryiag^ 
to 6-wade '^m, or else you'll catch it hot, and 
so I tell you." This warning was delivered 
<by .Mr. Lagger with much severity of tone 
asid gesture, as though &e new <5lerk were on 
the point of leaving the room to contract a 
SKmrriage in defiance of the legal forms. 

iFearers could not help smiling — ^troubled 
«aad anxious as he was. " When I marry," he 
j^Hed, '' you may depeoid upon it that I ^haU 
^observe all due formalities." 

" You'd better," said the unrelenting Lag- 
ger; "but where are we now? Oh, Mardi, 
1884, when you enter the certificates properly^ 
ihem ! not many of 'em 4 January, 'j35 — tmore 
^o[de married about Christmas time, I see, 
4ihan ^any other ^ea^son of the year. April, four 
isqatries — one a week. April-s got a page to 
itself, Weil done, April, 1&35" (the detective 
?was gettii^- gay), "and the merry mcmth of 
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MjBifh only got one. I^wond^ now," he can- 
liisDiHid, f^iiotipg fnom ilie •entry, ^' wliat lias be- 
jtname erf G^eorgiiia Bosser, iflrho was nineteen 
9i6ars of age, asid a ^pmgber, the daughter of 
Msta^ Bofifter, iof this parish, feimer —and who 
jotiaxxdedWillibmOox, widower of full age, whose 
giovexaior'is maxKie was Hkewise Bill, and faniers 
the pair on ^^em? I wander how ihat there 
young gal got along with her second-hand 
aa?tiolef Did he get ^a-naggin' at her aboujt 
the virtues of the dear departed, or are fthey a 
fs^mfcffifaable old couj^e P liord ! Jf any hook- 
w!nting ^gentleman could pikt ^^wn )hea*e what 
all these couples smd vthey'd do, and what tiiey 
intended to do, and after all what they ireally 
done — what a rum story-hook a mandagse 
jp^ster would be I But let sget on — let's get 
on. June, 1835, has one, two — ^ah, and hare 
the ^ook ends. iSand oirer the last q^^aluine, 
young man," said Lagger, leaning back in his 
chair and whistling a tune, and ^'let'fi get 
along with June, 1&85." 

TJte new clerk removed the books tiirough 
which the scrutineer had passed, and spread 
the last open at the first page before him. 
.Mr. Lagger was in no hurry to look at it. He 
ted his boots, he examined his finger* 
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nails, lie examined nothing at all, very fixedlyj 
out of the window; at last his attention re- 
turned to his task. " And so," he remarked, 
in the most casual of tones, " this 'ere 
new book — leastwise this 'ere book which 
is the one in use now — begins in June, 
1835 : good ! How many entries was there in 
the last one for this month of June, 1835 ?" 

" Two ; one on the 2nd, and the other on 
the 9th," replied Ferrers, referring to the older 
volume. 

"And here we have — What were th^ 

names in the other two?" asked Lagger, quickly. 

" Job Stokes and Hannah Bamardiston, on 
the 2nd, and Jane Crofter and Charles Shel- 
mordine, of Manchester, on the 9th." 

"And the numbers — the numbers?" de- 
manded the detective, his face getting flushed, 
and his manner full of excitement, in spite of 
him. 

" Stokes' marriage is No. 54." 

" Shelmordine's, then, is 55?" 

" Of course ! It is the last entry in the 
book. The next will be that where your hatid 
is now." 

" That," replied the detective, sternly, but in 
a very different tone from his assumed severity 
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of a few moments before, " that is dated July 
28tli." 

( " Well,— what then ?" 
^ " Where are the entries of mamages which 
took place in the mean time ?'* 

/'There were none, I suppose," replied the 
new clerk. " You find only one for May. 
Why should you suppose that there should be 
more than two in June ?" 

** There were four marriages celebrated iu 
June and July which are not entered in this 
book, or of which the certificates have been 
destroyed," replied the detective, decisively. 

"How can you possibly think that?" said 
Ferrers, smiling incredulously, but turning a 
little pale. "Excuse me saying so, but guess-^ 
work — " 

" Goes for nothing of itself," said Lagger, 
looking at him hard and full in the face ; " but 
it leads to a good deal, as you shall find, my 
fiiie fellow. I guessed there was some'at wrong 
about you, and like- wise about these books, 
pjretty much as a beagle guesses there's a hare 
jetting along somewhere when he comes upon 
her scent. Guesses is scent to me ; and here" 
ifl^ringing his fist down upon the first page of 
the newest book, with a thump which made 
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Om old talJe; creak again), '' Aei^es. mj game 
run into and chopped up." 

'' I cannot see anything ta eemplam of 
tilli^re-/' levied. Fenaen; ''there: is not ast era- 
sure or a blot, and ererp paddcnlar filled in as 
legulaady as can 1ml Whatfioalt. do yon find ?" 

''The: last aitry in the othar book is; nnm^ 
b^ed. S& ; tha first in tiiis m nombered 60^. 
There are four certificates in e^^eay p^^^^ cat^ 
sequenMy^ a whoWpa^ is wtm&agr 

"Good Grod!" exdaimed Eerrera, '^it ia so,, 
indeed! But yoa. do not tilink that I — 
Ton cannot accuse me of — of — ^* 

" For tiie ^pKS^&Ay repUed the- detective, in 
hia quietest mann^, " I say a. iducde page is 
wamUng. I don't accuse nobody of nothing, 
but I must have this *ere page. Where is 

it?" 

" I csmnot tell you. I harare never seen it. 
Hevei till this nuanent noticed that therer was 
dL gap in tha dates/' 

'^ And yet you^notieed the dates in the otheE 
pacts H:" 

"Because there were a lot of loose pa|^e» 
which I had to fit in at thdbr proper places.'' 

"Where did yon. put them.? You may 
have forgotten tiiis one/' 
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*^lfo; I am perfoefcljr eertSHir tftat I &s&t 
them alL" 

**'AI1' thsrfi you brotight from thiep church, 
perhaps ; but it may be in that hole this Yery 

^'Itnpos^^l^! I searched it tiiorongiily. 
B0B£Gtefi^» it \^^ig only about the middle of the 
tMrd book, where itwa^ open, — havings feUen. 
fitmi the shelf,^ — ^fchat the leaves were loos^^ 
If you look at the emA, you will see that they 
are all intaet. Look at the^ baek, under the 
binding, au^^ you will see for yourself tha^ 
what I say is true/' 

^"Ehen how do? you ae-count for iiie gap in 
the numbers?" 

" Probably the dergyman, or Im clerk, made 
^ m^take. These entries in tiie oomm^ioe- 
ment of the new book are in the latter's haaidr 
writii^. He was an old man ey^n Hien. Me 
migiit have forgotten the number of the last 
entry, or made a guess* at it; to save the trouMe 
of referring baofc. Oh, really;"* addied- the new 
clerk, with an attempt at a laoghv '' there" aie 
abtd^en ways of a;eeounting £[»r sueka trivial 



errojpr" 



"It am't trivial," replied the/ ctetective} 
sternly ;" a^nd itVnot to be icGCwmted f» 
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anyhow. I inaw there is another ps^e some- 
where or other, and it's for yon to find it." 

** For me ? I have nothing whatever to do 
with it." 

Now, yon jest attend to me," said Lagger ; 
I ain't a-going to be too hard npon yon, and 
I ain't a-going to shirk my duty. If you'd a 
let these 'ere books alone, and stuck to your 
A-men, as you ought to have done, you would 
have had nothing to do with it ; but you goes 
a-meddling with things as don't concern you ; 
as usual, you burns your fingers. Suppose 
I goes to the parson, or the two church- 
wardens, and sez, ' There's an entry as I knows 
was made, and which I can't find in your 
books,' — what will they say? They'd say, 
* The clerk's a been and meddled with these 
volumes. He's routed 'em out of their proper 
place. He's took 'em, and a lot of them loose 
leaves home ; and we can't be held res-ponsible 
for any fraud he's com-mitted.' " 

" Fraud ! What possible interest could I 
have in suppressing anything ?" 

" I ain't here to answer your questions/' 
replied the detective ; " I'm here to ex-amine 
these books, and to re-port upon their con- 
dition. Now, what I says, I means; and 
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what I means, I sticks to ; and what I sticks 
to is this 'ere : — ^Tou find these 'ere missing 
entries. Not a word. I wont hear it. Be 
they made on a leaf torn out of either book, 
or be they contained in another odd book, or a 
piece of odd paper, — ^you find 'em, or you dis- 
cover who's got 'em." 

" But how am I to do this ?" 

"That's your business," replied the detec- 
tive. ri«ng/aad i^ug up his L. 

" Ton have no authority to require me to 
make such a hopeless search," said Ferrers, 
moodily ; "and I refuse to attempt it." 

" Wery well, wery weU ; then I must make 
it myself." 

That will be far the better way." 
Ex-actly. So come along with me to Mr. 
Thomas, and listen whilst I tell him wiy I'm 
a*going to ask a lot of seemingly impertinent 
questions in his parish. Tou young ninny- 
hammer ! Don't you see that you can make in- 
quiries without suspicion agin you, having al- 
ready took to meddlin' with the books ? It's 
one way or the other, you know ; — eitlier you 
have stole these entries, and destroyed 'em, or 
you haven't." 

VOL. III. c 






18 A TANGLED SKEIN. 

" I swear to you most solemnly that I have 
not;' 

** Well, then, if you haven't, you take the 
high haad, and you go to Mr. Thomas and 
the wardens, and you say, * Here's four entries 
wanting; and it's your dooty to in-vestigate 
the case ; or else it's my dooty to write to the 
bishop, and ask him what he thinks of it." 

" But you say I had no right to look into 
the books." 

"And you said as Mr. Thomas ap-proved 
of your doing so." 

"According to you, he also is without 
authority to give such approbation." 

"Humph — ^m! Never you mind. You're 
on the popular side, and if you're wrong in re- 
moving the books, the wardens are wrong in 
keeping 'em where they did, so they can't say 
nothing. Any way, you do what I tell you* 
Itll be better for you to be turned out for ex- 
ceeding your dooty, than for being a convicted 
felon." 

" And if I fail in my search for the missing 
leaf? " asked the miserable Ferrers. 

" WeU, then I shall be o-bliged to form my 
own con-elusions as to how it come to be miss- 
ing, that's all," was Lagger's reply. " No, I 
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shaVt take no tea," he said, in answer to a 
gesture from the new clerk ; " I never breaks 
bread with those as I has my eyes upon pro- 
fessionally. You fill up a cup, and chuck the 
stuff out o' winder, dirty a plate, and make be- 
lief as though I'd had some grub. And look 
here, — I shall stop at Macclesfield for a week. 
It ain*t far for a young fellow like you to 
^alk, so you come over next Thursday, and 
let me know what you ve done. You U find 
me at the Stork Inn. D'ye mind ? Eout out 
them entries, or discover the man who's took 
'em ; or, as sure as eggs is eggs, you'll never 
say A-men again after next Sunday." 

And with this, the detective took his leave. 

"You've been precious hard upon that 
young fellow, Sam Lagger, — ^precious hard," 
he mused, as he passed along ; but what are 
you to do ? You muBi find that page; and if 
you can get hold upon a likely cove to help 
you, why, — ^pro-fessionally, — you'd be an ass 
not to squeeze him pretty tight. As to the 
mo-rality of the thing, — ^you jest wait, my 
man, till you're retired into private life, be- 
fore you goes bothering yourself about 
morals." 
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Stephen Fraxklaxd, in the meantime, had 
arrived in London, and settled affiurs with 
3Ie99rs. Fuddle and Sn^, whom he found 
most accommodating gentlemen, with almost 
a repugnance to ready money, when presented 
in the form of a payment in fiill of all de- 
mands. They would take the captain's I O U ; 
they would take the captain's guarantee ; they 
would take the captain's, hills, at six, twelve, 
eighteen months, — anything rather than his 
crisp new bank notes for the entire sum due on 
Sir Greorge's acceptance. They would renew, 
they woxdd extend, they would accept part 
payment, and leave the rest to run on, with 
interest, till it was quite convenient to tiie 
baronet, — anything rather than be paid and 
have been done with it. If people in diffi- 
culties will borrow money — and there must be 
such a dass as bill discounters, — ^what a bless- 
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ing it is that these latter will sometimes put 
their business into the hands of such delight- 
fully courteous gentlemen as Messrs. Puddle 
and Snap, attornies-at-law ! How fortunate 
for impecunious humanity that this respect- 
able firm exercised such a great influence over 
their clients ! Why, they could make them 
do anything. " My dear sir," Puddle would 
say to some bewildered youngster who had re- 
ceived some peremptory demand, " never mind 
what that fellow, Smith, says. He's a vulgar 
fellow is Smith, and does not know how to 
deal with gentlemen. Let me have a couple 
of ten pound notes for him by the day after to- 
morrow, and take my word for it that he will 
renew." Considerate Mr. Puddle ! " Proceed 
to execution ! " would exclaim Mr. Snap, 
under similar circumstances, "not if I know 
it. If Brown wants to go on like this, he 
must find another solicitor ; I sha'n't distress 
a gentleman who means well. Give him a 
new bill for principal and interest, and let him 
wait." Honest Mr. Snap! These things, 
however, were done only for those who were 
sure to pay in the long run ; and since the re- 
sult of such indulgences was that the original 
debt would be paid half a dozen times over, as 
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in Sir George Tremlett's case, so7ne one was no 
loser by them. In short, Messrs. Puddle and 
Snap farmed tiie turnpike on the road to rain, 
and kept it in remarkably good travelling 
order. 

Our Steevie, like most young Indian officers, 
had gone a short stage upon that &mous and 
much-frequented thoroughfare. He was a 
little behindhand with his agent; there were 
a few figures agdnst his name on tiie wrong 
side of the book in a Calcutta bank. He had 
slightly anticipated the rente of his small 
patemony, and he had been obliged to dip 
somewhat fiirther, to provide for the expenses 
of his visit to England, and return. You 
know of his resolve not to touch a shilling of 
Brandron*s money. How then did he procure 
those crisp new bank notes, the acceptance of 
which caused Mr. Puddle so much grief? 
Why, he went to Cuddy Lindsay, and said, — 

"Cuddy, I owe just a thousand poundsi. 
Hitherto I have not quite managed to live 
upon my pay, and it will be three or four years 
before my rents run off the mortg^e on tiie 
farm at Durmston. I want a hundred directly. 
Will you lend it me?" 

And Cuddy made no reply whatever, but 
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only asked him, " how he'd have it ?" when 
he had drawn a cheque for the amount, and 
put on his hat to get the cash from Twining's. 
But what a goose he was, ohserves the rea- 
der, not to take the money from his mother, 
when she offered it to him, instead of telling a 
fib, and placing himself under an obligation 
to a mere friend ! Well, he is a goose ; I don't 
pretend to deny that : only don't talk about 
^^mere friends" in that way; because there's 
many a man who would rather be under a 
heavy obligation to a "mere friend" like 
hearty little Cuddy, than owe a shilling to 
such blood relations as Stephen Frankland 
had. Only fancy how delighted "dearest 
Francis" would have been when, in his sys- 
tematic man^ement of his mother's accounts, 
he discovered that Stephen was indebted to 
her for his fsither's release ! No ; he got the 
money he required from Cuddy, paid the 
greater part of it to Mr. Puddle, and then 
went off quietly and insured his life, so that 
his friend should not possibly lose by his 
prompt and kindly assistance. Nor was there 
the least shyness between them afterwards. 
Steevie took it quite for granted that he was 
welcome to the money till he could return it ; 
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and Caddy thought it the most natural thin^ 
in the world that his old schoolfellow should 
have asked him for it, and should keep it as 
long as he liked. 

Then, in a few words Steevie gave him to 
understand that there were reasons which had 
made his home not so pleasant as he had hoped 
to find it; that the business upon [which he 
had spoken on a former occasion, was anything 
but completed ; and that he intended to remam 
in London till it was, and then rejoin his r€fgi- 
ment. 

" I am sorry for you — very sorry, poor old 
boy !" said Cuddy ; " but, to tell you the truth, 
not one bit surprised. I have heard fellows 
talk of your brother, and can easily imagine 
your turning your back on Tremlett Towers. 
I know a little of that a£^ at Westborousrh, 
and can understand what you wish to see done 
before you leave England ; but, in the mean- 
time, I'm not going to have you sulking and 
wasting your substance in hotels, or giving 
yourself up a prey to lodging-house keepers. 
You're coming to live here. Gigas," said the 
little man, addressing Jackson, who just then 
entered the room, " Captain Frankland — ^to be 
known henceforward in these regions of the 
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blessed as Steevie — is coming to live with us ; 
so be careful, sir; and behave yourself pro- 
perly/' 

" Vm sure I shall be delighted to have him 
in the chambers ; and we'll get up a revolu- 
tion, and raise barricades against you, you 
small despot, in no time !" 

" But I shall be inconveniencing you. 
You've no room,"said Stephen, to whom, how- 
ever, the idea was an agreeable one. 

*' We have the apartment which once used 
to be inhabited by the person formerly beloved 
here, and known as Lorimer, but of whom 
we. have been obliged to get rid." 

" Say rather, who' has been obliged to get 
rid of us," laughed Jackson. 

" Gigas has expressed himself in his usual 
brutal manner, but there is some truth in what 
the creature says. Several attornies whom, in 
the . interests of justice, I hope soon to see 
struck off the rolls, on account of their con- 
fi];!med and rapidly increasing lunacy, have 
given Lorimer so much business, that he has 
taken a first-floor in Paper Buildings, and be- 
come a rising man. The very day after you 
left, he got two special jury briefs, and became 
unendurable ; so he has gone, as the dew-drop 
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is blown from the bough ; and you are to have 
his room, and conform to the regulations of the 
establishment." 

And so it was arranged, greatly to the satis- 
faction of all parties. 

" Not that we shall be able to amuse you," 
said Cuddy. " People who come to London 
in September must take the inevitable conse* 
quences. There's not a soul in town, — only 
about two million and a half. The odd thou- 
sand or two have gone abroad." 

"Are you not going anywhere?*' asked 
Stephen. 

" Presently. Gigas has an idea that he is 
going to Italy." 

" I am, — ^next week." 

" Gigas, I repeat, has an idea that he is 
going to Italy, but he is not Gigas is going 
where I am going ; and that is not to ItalyJ' 

" Did you ever hear such a little tyrant ?" 
said Gigas. ^' I declare one cannot call one's 
soul one's own, for him 1" 

" The lower animals, and bipeds over six 
feet two in height, have no souls ; therefore 
your complaint is trivial and impertinent," 
repHed Cuddy, with muck gravity. 

" Cuddy, my child," said Jackson, " you axe 
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getting fractious. You require to be nursed ; 
yon know you do. You have only been dan- 
dled in these fond arms once since the captain 
was here last. Come here !" and the loUy 
giant lapproached his small [friend wiJoI 
stretched arms, who uttered a burlesque shriek 
of despair, and fled for refuge behind Steevie s 
chair. 

" Save me !" he cried, dodging from side to 
side, " save me from this monster ! The man 
who would see his Cuddy in distress — Ah, 
Steevie ! — ^if you don't come to my rescue, ITl 
chop up all the hair-brushes in the chambers, 
and fill your bed with the bristles every night." 

" If you do, you shaE sleep in it." 

" Thus shamefully betrayed and abandoned, 
I surrender at discretion ; which means that 
Gigaa is to be supposed to have the usual 
number of oi^ans, moral and physical, and that 
he is to let me alone. In token of which we 
vriU smoke the calumet of peace. What, ho ! 
Dagon! In the name of the prophet, — 
p^es ! 

So tranquillity was restored, and Cuddy took 
an early opportunity of teUing Steevie what a 
splendid fellow Gigas was : and Gigas, as soon 
as the little man s back was turned, launched 
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out in his praises, narrating how he had nursed 
him (Jackson) through the scarlet fever, having 
found him, quite by accident, living alone in 
other chambers, deserted by every one, and too 
weak to seek, or even call for assistance ; till 
Steevie became almost gay again, in their plea- 
sant, hearty companionship. 

Immediately upon his becoming settled in 
the Temple, he wrote to Mr. Lagger, according 
to agreement, giving his address, and request- 
ing the detective to call upon him there. He 
directed this letter to Little Union Street, and 
posted it with his own hand ; but having re- 
ceived no reply, he wrote again at the expira- 
tion of a day or two, and this time the missive 
was entrusted to Dagon, otherwise Charley 
Wantley, for deliverance into the charge of 
Her Majesty's Postmaster-General. The fea- 
tures of this youth expanded into a broad grin, 
when he saw the address; and with open 
mouth, and hands extended behind his back, 
he winked, after the manner of small boys who 
bum to disclose the depth of their knowledge 
or observation, to Steevie, and cried, — 

" Oh, sir ! if you please, sir, it's no use 
sending this. The gentleman ain't come back 

yet." 
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" How on earth do you know that ?" said 
the surprised Captain. 

" Please, sir, he lodges with us, Mr. Lagger 
does. Mrs. Wantley's mother, and we live in 
Little Union Street, with Nancy.'* 

" And, pray, who may Nancy be ?" 

*' Nancy Eiley, sir," replied Dagon; and 
then sinking his voice, and assuming a 
mysterious mien, he added, "and if you'll 
believe it. Captain Frankland, she's a-getting 
better." 

" Very glad to hear it, I'm sure. What has 
been the matter with Nancy ?" 

" Why, please, sir, she was mad." 

Stephen started. " Nancy Eiley — mad ! 
By heaven, it must be the same ! Has she a 
brother with her?" 

" No, sir, not with her ; but he comes to see 
her sometimes, — ^not often. At first mother 
thought he had played her a trick, and cut 
away, and left Nancy to be took care on for 
nothing; but he came back all right. He 
tea'd with us last Sunday.' 

" Where does he live ?' 

" Don't know, sir." 

" Do you think your mother does ?" 

" Don't know, sir ; but I'll ask her," added. 
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Dagon, with a jerk, delighted at the prospect 
of having something to do. 

" You will do no such thing/' replied Steevie. 
" Where is Little Union Street ?'' 

" Down in the Boro', please, sir. You go 
over Blackfriars Bridge, and take the fourth 
turning to the left, and the first to the right, 
and then cross — " 

" Never mind telling me now. You shall 
show me the way yourself, when you go this 
afternoon.^' 

" lior, sir ! are you coming to see Nancy ?" 

"Never mind whom I'm coming to see. 
What time do you leave here ? 

" Six o'clock, sir. 

"Then at six I shall be ready to go with you. 

In due time, Dagon, bursting with im- 
portance, rushed into his mother's little back 
parlour, and, to her gr^at surprise, announced 
that a gentleman, one of his masters — the new 
one, a great captain from India — ^wanted to see 
her. The good lady had been cleaning up, 
and was hardly presentable, at that moment, 
to company Bang went the door, and Steevie 
was left waiting in the shop, whilst its 
mistress performed a hasty toilette. At first 
he thought he was alone, and began to fidget 
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and worry at the idea that he was intruding on 
strangers ; for Steevie had the idea that it is^ 
quite as bad taste to intrude upon your in- 
feriors, as upon your equals or superiors, — an 
idea which the better judgment of many of his 
contemporaries has scouted as it deserves. He 
was roused, however, by a voice which pro- 
ceeded from behind him, and asked what he 
pleased to want. He turned, and saw a rather 
good-looking girl, poorly, but very neatly 
dressed, who had evidently just risen from a 
seat behind the counter, and who, with her 
knitting in her hand, came forward and put 
the question which had turned the current of 
his thoughts. He came prepared to see Nancy 
Ealey, but could not recognise the poor witless 
filattem whom he had encountered in that 
green Westborough lane, in the pale and 
almost refined-looking young woman that stood 
before him. 

" I have come to speak with Mrs. Wantley," 
. Steevie replied ; " is she at home ?" 

" Yes.'" And she sank back into her chair, 
and resumed her knitting, without another 
word or look. 

" Am I right in supposing that your name 
isEiley?" 
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"I'm Nancy Eiley. I live — ^I live with 
Mrs. Wantley, Little Union Street." 

" Do you not remember me ?" 

" No." 

" I saw you once at Westborough." 

" I must not talk about Westborough." 

"Why not?" 

" Because I live here now. I live with Mrs. 
Wantley, Little Union Street." 

She spoke as a child would speak, looking 
him full in the face, and deliberating over her 
words. 

In a few minutes Mrs. Wantley appeared, 
looking very hot and red about the elbows, 
and wafting along with her a powerful odour 
of yellow^soap. I do not know which was the 
more shy or embarrassed of the two ; but 
after a profusion of apologies on both sides, 
Stephen came to the point, and made his in- 
quiries after the erratic Jim. 

Mrs. Wantley was very sorry, — ^very sorry 
indeed, — but, upon her word and honour, she 
did not know. Jim was here to-day, and gone 
to-morrow. He never would tell her where 
he lived ; though, to be sm-e, he acted quite 
honourable, and paid his money like a man. 
Did she know when she would see him again ? 
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JJo, she did not. Perhaps he would come that 
very night, — perhaps not for a month. It 
was quite uncertain. He was working hard 
at his trade, and — Well, he was doing some- 
thing else as well. Did the captain know 
him? 

" I met him once," replied Steevie ; " and I 
think if you will mention my name, and ask 
him if he will give me a call at Mr. Lindsay's 
chambers, that he will come. I should like to 
see him much, for two reasons, — one personal 
to myself, and the other relative to that poor 
girl,'' he said, sinking his voice, and indicating 
Nancy. 

'* Oh, ho ! " replied Mrs. Wantley, assuming 
that mysterious air peculiar to matrons of her 
dass ; " about Nancy, is it ? Then I'm sure 
he'll call. Do you know, sir, he's working 
night and day for that girl ? '' 

" I rejoice to hear it, and so will some friends 
tt mine, who took a great interest in her, having 
known her mother." 

'' Her mother ! " cried Mrs. Wantley, " this 
i8 news ! So you know who her mother was, 
db you, sir ? " 

* • " Certainly, though I never saw her. She 
died the day before I came into that part of 

VOL. III. D 
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the country in which she lived; but I heard 
much about her from my friends." 

" You'll excuse me, sir, if I'm making too 
bold," said the good woman, still in a state of 
high excitement, " but I have taken such an 
interest in poor Nancy, that I cannot help 
asking. Might one know who her mother 
was.'' 

"Of course. She was a highly respect? 
able, though humble person, and lived at 
Westborough, in Kent." 

" dear, dear, dear !" replied Mrs. Wantley, 
in a tone of disappointment. " Is it only that 
you know ? I hoped you had come to tell us 
who's child she really was." 

"Why^ what can you mean? Is she not 
Eiley's sister ? " 

" Not she ! She's — But I have no busi- 
ness to talk about what don't concern me. I 
ask your pardon, Captain Frankland, I thought 
you knew more than you do, and therefore I've 
said more than I ought." 

''Mrs. Wantley," said Steevie earnestly, 
I assure you that I am not actuated by any 
mere curiosity. I assure you, most solemnly, 
that I have no motive but a good one in fol- 
lowing up the clue you have let fall. May 
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you — will you tell me what mates you sup- 
pose that she is not Mrs. Riley's child? " 

There was no resisting the appeal of those 
honest, earnest eyes ; and, indeed, Mrs. Want- 
ley did not require much pressing to enlarge 
upon a subject which she had long burned to 
have a gossip about. But the shop was not 
a fit place for it ; so having explained, by way 
of a salve to her conscience, that as the captain 
was friendly to all parties, and she was friendly 
to all parties, too, there could not be much 
harm in such friendly persons exchanging 
friendly information, especially as he (the cap- 
tain) was a great gentleman, and might be able 
to help them all, — she showed the way up to 
Mr. Laser's room, where (after having dis- 
lodged its usual invader, the haughty Flora) 
she then unbosomed herself of what had been 
weighing like lead upon her mind for many a 
long day. 

" Well, sir," she began, " I don't mind con- 
fessing that things were not going smooth 
with us when poor Nancy came ; and she 
hadn't set foot in the house a week, when they 
began to mend ; and they've gone on mending 
€hrer since. My eldest boy, sir, has come 
home, and is behaving like an angel — though, 

D 2 
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poor fellow ! lie is a cripple for life ; and Flora, 
— that's ray daughter, — she's engaged to be 
married to a very respectable young man, a 
chemist and druggist, next door. Add to this, 
that Mr. Lindsay has raised Charley's wages ; 
that Helen, my second girl, has been put on 
in speaking parts, — she ^vas in the ballet, sir ; 
and that the shop is taking at least five shillings 
a week more than it did last year, and you will 
see that we've much to be thankful for, sir. I 
can't help thinking that it's Nancy who has 
brought us good luck; and therefore I'm all 
one with those who try to bring good luck to 
her." 

" Your feelings do you credit ; but you were 
going to tell me what makes you think that 
she is not Eiley's sister." 

"Mr. Eiley told me so himself. Captain 
Prankland, in as many words. He's a rough, 
rude sort of man, is Jim, but I don't think he 
'as a bad heiart. You see he was badly brought 
up, and soon settled down to a vagabond life. 
He couldn't bear to live at home, and, from 
what I have heard of poor Mrs. Eiley's way of 
life, it was not one to suit a wild young fellow 
like him. I don't know that it had not a good 
deal to do with poor Nancy's weakness of mind. 
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Why, she brightened up wonderfully directly 
ghe came here. But I'm wandering from my 
text, ain't I, sir ? " 

" Well, you are slightly — pray go on 
though." 

" Thank you, sir. Well, the second time I 
ever saw him was about a fortnight ago. We 
thought we should never see him again, but 
that's neither here nor there ; and I put it tq 
him roundly. What are you going to do with. 
Nancy? She's got quite bright and handy 
about the house, I said ; and though I don't 
pretend to say that she's got all her wits about 
her, she's got enough to take charge of a little 
place for you, to keep it clean, cook your dinner, 
ay, and buy it, too ; for she's uncommon sharp 
about money. She's welcome to stay here a^ 
long as you like, I says ; but supposing any-? 
thing was to happen to me, I says, where would 
ypu be? She's your sister, says I, and you 
ought to provide for her. ' To tell yoi; 
plain truth, Mrs. Wantley,' says he, ' she's not 
my sister.' Not your sister, Jim? ^ays I. 
,*No,' says he. Then whose child is she? 
says I. ' I wish to Grod I knew,' says he^ 
,thumping the table with his fist; 'but 111 
fipd out, Mark my words, missis' — ^he always 
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calls me missis, — * I'll find out, sooner or later/ 
And with that, he up and told me all about 
it." 

Stephen drew his chair closer to the speaker. 

" He told me that his mother, — she was his 
mother, you know, — was very fond of Nancy, 
and used to moan about what was to become 
of her when she was gone ; for she was a long 
time ailing before she died. And she used to 
beg and pray Jim to steady down, and be able 
to take charge of her, giving him to under- 
stand that there was a money payment — she 
would not say how much — which came in re- 
gularly every quarter-day, on her account. 
Upon this, Jim he asked her straightforward 
if the poor creature was not some gentleman's 
child, that was to be kept out of the way ? and 
she did not deny it. Many a time he begged 
and prayed her to tell him all she knew, so that 
Nancy might not want for friends when she 
died ; but she wouldn't speak. No, she used 
to say, * Not now, — not now. Wait. They 
may own her ; they may send for her. I can- 
not trust you, Jim/ For you see, sir, what 
with poaching, and rows at fairs, and what not, 
poor Jim had got a bad name, and even his 
own mother dursn't tell him a secret which 
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would put other folks in his power. ' Still,' 
she used to say, ' I'll tell you some day, — I'll 
tell you some day before I die.' 

" Well, the * some day' came, in which, p^- 
haps, she would have told him, but he wasn't 
there to be told ; and so she died, and the secret 
with her ; but in searching over her things, he 
found what convinced him that Nancy was a 
lady's child." 

'' What did he find !" 

" Ah ! that I can't get him to tell ; but he 
says he has a clue, and is working on it hard. 
He's not a man to be beaten by trifles, isn't 
Jim Eiley ; and, depend upon it, he'll hit the 
mark some day or other." 

" On the contrary," said Stephen, '* he ap- 
pears to me to be a very foolish fellow, and to 
be taking the worst possible course to gain his 
end. Why, the persons of whom I have 
spoken would have done ten times more than 
he can ever do to get Nancy her rights ; but 
he stole her away from Westborough in a most 
reprehensible manner, and frustrated all their 
kind intentions." 

" Jim Eiley's not so black as he's painted, 
Captain Frankland ; but he's not an angel for 
all that. He looks after number one, like most 
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of his betters ; and he's not going to give up 
the credit or the profit of finding out whose 
child Nancy is, to any one ; and I don't blame 
him for it." 

" I see," said Stephen, coldly. It will be 
much the same to him whether she be acknow- 
ledged or remain as she is, so that he gets his 
price." 

" No," replied Mrs. Wantley firmly, " I 
don't think so badly of Jim as that. Jim's 
been cried down enough. He's tired of a va- 
gabond life, and his aim is to make an honest 
name. He'U make it, Captain Frankland, as 
sure as you sit there ; and I wouldn't, for a 
thousand pounds, be in the shoes of those who 
have an interest in keeping Nancy's birth a 
secret ; for it will come out. Mark my words. 
Captain, it will come out, and before long, or 
I don't know Jim Eiley." 

" Do you know where he is now ?" 

" No more than the child unborn, sir. As 
I said, he may be here to-night, and he may 
not turn up for a month." 

" And I believe that Mr. Lagger's move- 
ments are equally unknown to you ?" 

" Oh, as for him^ he's always uncertain. If 
you want to know where he is, you'd better go 
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to Scotland Yard. They know where to find 
him." 

" A capital hint !" said Stephen, and I will 
follow it." 

''But now turn and turn about's fair play/' 
said Mrs. Wantley, whom the lengthened 
gossip had put entirely at her ease ; IVe told 
you what you want to know, as far as I can ; 
now you tell me what you want with Jim 
Biley." 

" Certainly. There was a murder committed 
at Westborough the day he left it with Nancy. 
At first, suspicion fell on him, but there is rea- 
son to think that it was unfounded. Another 
person, a stranger, was there also, on whom 
grave suspicion still rests. It is possible that 
Eiley may have encountered him, and there- 
fore I wish to ask him a few questions, — that 
is aQ." 

Steevie had sample enough of his enter- 
tainer's garrulity to make him keep silence 
respecting the new suspicions which her story 
had raised in his mind. What if this poor half- 
witted girl were the child towards whom the 
act of justice was to be done, — ^the abandoned 
and disdained offspring of George Howell? 
"What if Mrs. Eiley were connected in some 
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way with the writer of the letters found in 
Brandron's room, — with the Susan or Sarak 
Alston who had helped him to hide the other 
papers in Mangerton Chace ? The idea was a 
mere guess. That there were thousands of 
other unclaimed children in the country he 
knew ; but the presence of this one, in the very 
place chosen by Brandron for the meeting with 
the person undoubtedly interested in conceal- 
ing the identity of such a child, was at least 
strange and suggestive, and for want of any 
other clue, a circumstance well worthy of deep 
consideration- 
Stephen soon took his leave, having received 
Mrs. Wantley's promise that as soon as she 
saw or heard of Jim Riley, or Lagger, she 
would let him know by Charley, otherwise 
Dagon, at his chambers. As he passed through 
the shop, he heard the quick thumping of a 
crutch behind him, and a gaunt, sickly-look- 
ing lad shambled forward and opened the door. 
Stephen thanked him, and passed into the 
street without looking into his face. 

Messieurs et Mesdames, — enemies to those in 
whom I hope the reader feels some interest, — 
garde a votes I The hunters are out, and woe 
betide you if any one of them fall upon your 
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ifack ! Jim Riley is v/orking on in his own way. 
Ferrers, the new clerk at Craigsleigh, must 
find that marriage certificate, and shortly, too, 
or he is a lost man ; and Lagger, the long- 
headed, the cool, the ambidextrous, is not idle, 
we may be certain, somewhere, A poor cripple, 
reclaimed from a gaol, opens the door to 
Stephen Frankland, the most earnest, but per- 
haps less skilful of the huntsmen, and the 
chase has well begun. Will the race be to the 
swift? — ^the prize to the strong? Who can 
teU? 

The following morning Stephen betook him- 
self to Scotland Yard, and made inquiries for 
Mr, Sampson Lagger. Of all people in the 
world who know the least about the police, 
commend me to policemen. Lagger's name 
was a household word in that locality, but 
where to lay a finger on its owner, no one 
knew ; but every one could direct Steevie to 
some one else who did, and who, when applied 
to, was just as much enlightened as the indi- 
vidual who had suggested him as omniscient. 
Every official agreed that Lagger was "on 
duty," but where, and what about, no tongue 
could tell. Eventually, Steevie, being in down- 
right earnest, pushed his inquiries up to the 
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fountain-head, and poured them on the able 
and courteous head of the metropolitan police. 
From him he got an answer. He was happy 
to make the acquaintance of so distinguished 
an ofl&cer as Captain Frankland. He was sorry 
to find him inquiring for a person in Lagger's 
department. He trusted that the case was 
not a serious one ; but his rules did not permit 
him to divulge where a detective was employed 
on secret service. Lagger was so employed j 
and much as he (the chief) desired to oblige 
Captain Frankland, he must decline to give 
him the information he asked. 

" One thing, perhaps, you will find yourself 
at liberty to tell me," said Steevie. " In some 
dealings — no matter what — which I have 
already had with this man, he referred me to 
you for his character, as an honest and trust- 
worthy man. What is your opinion of him ?" 

" A little headstrong, and fond of his own 
way. Slow, but sure. The most incorrup- 
tible and straightforward man in the force. 
Were he otherwise, he would not be employed 
as he is. Good morning !" . 

And so Stephen was left in the dark. 

In the mean while, what had the little great 
world down in Derbyshire to say about him ? 
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It had a good deal to say. It saw him, by a 
credible witness, walk over to the station that 
morning, which we remember, with his carpet 
bag in his hand. It heard, by a credible wit- 
ness again, that he had sent a fly from Derby 
for his luggage. It concluded, and not without 
reason, that something had gone wrong at 
Tremlett Towers ; and it drew its own conclu- 
tions according to its light. He had fallen 
out with his father; he had fallen out with 
his mother ; he had fallen out with his brother 
Francis ; he l^ad run away from the snares of 
Laura Coleman ; he had run away from the 
snares of Grace Lee; he had eloped with the 
under housemaid ; he had been jilted by each 
one of those ladies ; he had been arrested for 
debt ; he was obliged to go abroad, on account 
of that affair down in Kent, which never had 
been cleared up ; he was going to be knighted, 
and receive a lucrative appointment in Ceylon ,* 
he was going to be tried by court-martial, for 
being absent without leave. Lastly, he was 
not quite right in his mind, poor fellow ! and 
don't you remember the fit of delirium tremens 
which he had that night when he frightened 
Miss Lee so, in the old Hall ? The balance 
of testimony was certainly against him, and 
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even kind-hearted Mr. Coleman shook his head 
when he remembered the conversation which 
they had had at the garden-gate, and the 
cavalier manner in which Steevie had thrown 
oflf his warnings about Grace Lee. 

Meanwhile, the object of all these conjec- 
tures lived in the dark, in blissful ignorance of 
all that the great little world said or thought 
about him. No day passed in which he did 
not expect to hear of Lagger or Jim Riley, and 
in this state of uncertainty, he had written to 
Lord Eossthorne, postponing his promised visit, 
but promising that the next month should not 
pass without seeing him. London became 
very dull and still. Cuddy remained in the 
Temple, and Gigas did not go to Italy, but 
was allowed two days' barbel-fishing at Ted- 
dington Lock, as an equivalent. So time 
passed on, and Steevie — ^who had devised a 
hundred plans of working out his clue, but 
found himself unable to take the first step in 
any of them — ^began to fidget at double Frank- 
land power, when, one morning, Charley 
Wantley glided mysteriously into his bed- 
room (he had a bad habit of smoking in bed 
of a morning), and gave him a note from his 
(Charley's) mother, in which that lady informed 
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him that she had heard of Riley, and that, to 
the best of her belief, he was, at that moment, 
in or near Westborough, making inquiries 
about Nancy. 

Frankland dressed quickly, and joined Cuddy 
and Jackson at breakfast. They were in close 
converse. 

"May we venture to inquire,'* asked the for- 
mer, ";to what we are indebted for this unusual 
honour ?" 

" I'll tell you. I am going to leave you this 
afternoon for a day or two." 

Jackson looked at Guddy with a queer 
expression on his great face, and Cuddy 
smiled a smile of pity, not unmingled with 
surprise. 

"And pray where do you think you are 
going in this unceremonious and highly repre- 
hensible manner?" asked Cuddy, "without 
asking permission, too !" 

" I am going to Westborough.'* 

The two friends burst out into a roar of 
laughter. 

'' Steevie, you've been playing the eaves- 
dropper, and are making a virtue of necessity," 
said Cuddy severely; "this is a lamentable 
example to show our young friend here." 
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" Playing tlie eavesdropper," replied Steevi^,' 
Colouring, " what do you mean ?" 

" It has been arranged ever so long — for the 
last ten minutes, in fact — ^that you are going to ' 
Westborough this afternoon," said Cuddy ; " it. 
has been arranged ever so long that Gigas and 
I should go, though Gigas did not know it, 
and pretended he was going to loaf his un- 
wieldy carcass about the Colosseum. A|letter 
received this morning from my uncle, with a 
postscript from Gertrude Treherne, which pro- 
fane eyes are not permitted to read, has settled 
the wlieUy and ordered that you are to be 
brought. Therefore, Gigas, you will please to 
see that a supply of clean shirts and other 
necessaries proper for the captain's appearance 
amongst ladies, be packed in his portmanteau, 
and you will both be ready to escort me to the 
station at half- past three o'clock ; — so, thank 
goodness, ihafs off my mind/' 

"But,", stammered Steevie, "I could not 
think of — " 

" It is not necessary that you should think 
at all, sir," responded Cuddy ; " the exercise of 
intellectual powers in these chambers has long 
been confided solely to me. Brute force, whett 
necessary, is performed by Gigas. As for you. 
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being a distinguished officer and accustomed 
to command, your duty is to do as you are 
told and to liold your tongue. Eat your break- 
fast. Do you imagine that we should leave 
you in these chambers alone with the silver 
spoons ? Preposterous ! '' 

" What a fellow you are, Steevie ! " he added 
shortly afterwards, in a more serious tone; 
" how on earth did you know that we were 
going?" 

"I had determined to revisit the place for 
purposes of my own, quite irrespective of your 
movenfents," replied Steevie. 

" I am glad of that — ^very glad of that ; for 
do you know I was afraid that the remi- 
niscences you have of it would be too painful 
to make you care about coming." 

" I tell you frankly, I would not go there, 
if I had not a purpose in view, other than 
visiting Mr. Treherne, much as 1 like him and 
his daughters ; but as it is, I do not see why 
I should not accompany you." 

" "Which means that it is a horrid bore our 
going, but that you will try and make the 
best of a bad job," said Cuddy. " Never you 
fear, old fellow ; no one shall interfere with 
ypn. You shall do exactly what you like; go 

VOL. IIT. B 
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where you please, and no one shall ask ques* 
tions/' 

"I wish to God, Cuddy, I could tell you 
all, and ask your guidance and help in this 
wretched — ^you know not how wretched — case. 
It looks so unfriendJy. But I cannot, I dare 
not ;" and Steevie bowed his head and moaned, 

"Poor dear old man," said Cuddy, laying 
his hand affectionately on his friend's shoulder, 
" don't you see that you make me respect and 
love you more than ever, by the noble way in 
which you are keeping this confidence ? No 1 
I'm horribly curious, I own, but I would not 
have you let me into the secret for worlds. 
As for my guidance and help — set me to do 
anything you like, and I'U do it without ask- 
ing why or wherefore : yes, and I'll be hanged 
if Gigas sha'n't too ; and if he opens his ugly 
mouth to a^k questions, I'll very soon stop it." 

So the trio went down to Poundbridge, 
where they found Mr. Treherne's carriage 
waiting for them. Cuddy insisted upon driving, 
and away they went towards Kernden merrily, 
but it was not without a shudder that Steevie 
passed the lane that led to the wood and the 
old sawpit behind AVestborough Church. The 
road was full of associations for him. Here 
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it was that Nancy Eiley sat — ^here where he 
had parted with Jim — ^here where he had met 
his father. Pondering over these recollections, 
he fell into a sort of dream; and the little 
carriage had drawn up at the rectory before 
he knew where he was. Suddenly roused from 
this reverie, he was the first to descend. He 
strode into the porch, and began to rub the 
dust oflf his boots on what he took to be a 
small rug placed there for the purpose; but 
the rug gave a howl, rushed into a comer, and 
barked at him furiously. 
The rug was Doggie ! 
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CHAPTER HL 

DEALS WITH PrZZLES, OR AT LEAST 05E SOBT 

OF TH£M WOMXS. 

Yes ! "WTiat Stephen took for a door-mat was 
Doggie^ and tremendons was the resentment of 
that nnprepossessing animal. If it were posable 
for a dog to bark himself into Gonrulsions, 
Doggie would hare done it. As it was he 
harked till he could bark no longer, and then 
his indignation subsided into an angry and 
reproachful whine, firom which he would burst 
now and again into a fi^sh paro^irsm of bark* 
ing, as though it had suddenly occurred to his 
mind that he had not sufficiently asserted his 
wrongs. 

Xow, when Dosrsrie was free firom durance 
vile — as, in his character of guest at Kemden 
Rectory he was, just now — ^he and his mistress 
were generally to be found together — ^the only 
redeeming point in Doggie's disposition being 
his affection for Grace. But how came Grace 
to Kemden ? Simply thus. Very shortly after 
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Stephen's departure from Tremlett Towers, a 
great change came over this young lady's 
demeanour and conduct. I wish I could say 
that it was marked with those results which 
my reading teaches me should be observed in 
the deportment of damsels with well-regulated 
minds, when labouring under similar trials. 
Would the reader like her better if I were to 
say that she " brooded o'er her silent grief as 
in its nest the dove ;" that " she let conceal-* 
ment, like a worm in the bud, prey on her 
damask cheek ;" that " she pined in solitude," 
and so on ? If he would, please let him skip 
on to the next paragraph. Let him fancy that 
she behaved in all respects as he would wish 
the girl of his heart to behave, and not seek to 
know the truth, which, as a faithful historian, 
I am bound to tell. And this is, that she 
became silent and — must it be said ? — sulky ; 
that she was cross with her favourite Jane, 
and boxed Bobby's ears; that she grew dis- 
contented with herself, and extremely dis- 
agreeable to the whole Coleman family. 
Let me say just a few words in her defence, 
and I will go on. She loved Stephen Frank- 
land with all the strength of her pure, strong 
heart. Her woman's tact taught her that 
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her affection was returned; but she knew 
also of the cruel rock which lay between her 
and the haven of her happiness, and she had 
seen — or thought she saw — ^her life's hope 
shipwrecked upon it. Not a word of aU Mr. 
Coleman had said about the pride of the 
Franklands, and the misery of their unequal 
marriages, had been lost upon her. With 
gentle eyes — love-softened — she watched 
Steevie from her window as he passed through 
the garden on the day of his last visit to 
Euxton Court. She saw him pause with her 
guardian at the iron gate, and, in her mind 
heard all that passed. Oh, how her heart 
leaped with joy when she saw our Steevie 
snap his fingers in the air, and turn away 
gaily towards his home ! How it sank when 
the news came that he had left it — gone not to 
return ! He had taken counsel with night, 
and prudence had come with the morning. 
But she had no reproaches for him. All her 
anger was directed against herself. " Idiot 
that I am," she would break out in the midst 
of her long fits of musing, " to think that I 
could ever become the wife of an honourable 
man ! /, the poor disowned — ^perhaps the child 
of shame ! But, oh, father ! oh, mother ! if you 
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had only let me know you ; if you had only 
tried to love me ; if you had only trusted me, 
instead of leaving me all alone and unloved, 
all alone in the world — God help me ! — all 
alone !" And then tears would come to her 
relief, and she would sob herself to sleep. 

" My love," said Mr. Coleman to his wife 
one day, "our Grrace is fretting herself to 
death after that fellow Ste- after Frank- 
land. She ought to have some change to 
divert her mind." 

" So she ought," agreed his better half; " I'll 
get Beatrice to invite her to Ell wood." 

"Stuff! your sister Beatrice is a — Well, 
she has not your pleasant qualities, my 
dear. EUwood is not a lively place, and 
Grace would mope there more than she does 



now." 



" Let her go to her own relations, then !" 
said Mrs. Coleman in a decisive tone, with a 
little vexation in it. 

" My love !" 

" Don't speak to me in that reproachful way, 
Coleman, as though I had said something 
wicked, when I am talking common sense. 
The girl has relations, I suppose ?" 

" My dear — dusiness!" 
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" If you go on in this way, sir, I declare I 
shall begin to think that — ^" 

"No you won't, Laura!" was the lawyer's 
reply, as he stole his arm round the ample 
waist of his buxom wife ; " no, you wont, old 
woman. We haven't lived together forty yearis 
for that. Have we now ?" 

" Well, I don't mean to say that you know 
more about her than you ought," replied Mrs- 
Coleman, mollified by the not unfrequent act 
of aflfection from the husband she really loved 
and respected; but you will own that it is 
hard to have a girl under one's own roof, in- 
terfering with the prospects of one's own flesh, 
and blood, without knowing who she is, or 
where she came from. Not one wife in a 
thousand would put up with what I have, 
Coleman ; and you know it." 

" Because you are a wife out of a thousand, 
my love," replied the old lawyer, with a quaint 
smile. " But, to be frank with you, I do not 
talk about Grace and her afiairs, because, in 
the first place, it's business ; and in the second, 
because I know no more about them at this 
moment than you do." 
" But you can guess." 
" I never guess. When old Spencer Fane 
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asked me to become the girl's trustee — it's all 
nonsense calling me her guardian, for she is of 
age — he said that there were reasons why her 
parentage should not be discovered ; and that 
he had taken care it never should be. Now I 
know enough of old Spencer to be sure that 
the clue to a secret hidden by him is not to be 
guessed out of its hiding-place." 

"Could he have been her father?" mused 
Mrs. Coleman — ^not to be done out of her con- 
jectures. 

Her spouse shook his head gravely. " But 
we are wandering aw^ay from our subject," he 
paid. " Grace must have some change. It's 
quite clear that she loves Stephen, and that he 
has jilted her. Don't you see how she clings 
to everything associated with him ? Why, 
she has even taken up with Lady Tremlett." 

" That's true," replied Mrs. Coleman. " Do 
you know that Ehoda has been here twice this 
week, evidently to see her? and Grace has 
promised to spend to-morrow at the Towers." 

" Well, it will do her no good to go there. 
Now listen to me. Isn't she engaged to spend 
Christmas with the Trehemes ? " 

" She is, and it's a great bore. She is so 
very useful at Christmas time." 
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" It will not do to put it in that way ; but 
if you were to hint that it would be a pity for 
her to miss our little gaieties — ^particularly as 
the Trehemes, being in mourning, cannot Jiave 
any parties — ^it might, perhaps, be arranged 
that she should go there at once. She's fonder 
of those girls than she is of ours — ^naturally 
enough, for she's known them longer, and they 
would cheer her up if anybody can." 

" But suppose Steevie were to go there ? " 

" What ! and revive all his associations with 
Brandron's murder ? Nonsense, my love, it's 
out of the question." 

Only see what a prophet Mr. Coleman 
was ! 

His ideas were communicated — diplomati- 
cally enough— to Grace, and jumped at. And 
" how splendid of you to come, you delicious 
thing ! " wrote Gerty Treherne, in reply to 
the letter in which her friend asked if it would 
be quite convenient for her to change the time 
fixed for her promised visit. 

The only person whom this arrangement 
displeased was Lady Tremlett, who — as we 
know from the hint thrown out by Mr. Cole- 
man — ^had suddenly taken a violent fancy for 
Grace. 
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" What ! '^ she cried, when she heard the 
news, " you going too — you going to leave me ? 
Oh, Grace ! how can you be so imkind ? What 
shaU I do? what shaQ I do?" 

"Do?'' replied our candid Grrace, "why, 
pretty much the same as you did a week ago, 
I suppose." 

"But you cannot think — ^you don't know 
how I have learned to cling to you in that 
little time. I must have somebody who is 
good to cling to now, Gracey dear. Oh, if 
Steevie had only stayed — if you would not 
got" 

"I can understand your wishing to have 
Captain Frankland here," said Grace, in a low 
tone. 

" Do you think he would come back ?" 
asked my Lady, eagerly ; " we will all beg his 
pardon if he will. Oh, ask him to come back, 
Gracey — do ask him ! " 

" Nonsense, Lady Tremlett ! How can you 
suppose that I could do such a thing ?" 

" But if we were aU to beg his pardon," 
reiterated Lady Tremlett, in a tone of entreaty 
•: — "if Francis were to promise to behave 
better ! But I foi^ot — ^you don't know why 
Steevie went away." 
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" I suppose he had his reasons," said Grace, 
beginning to feel uncomfortable. 

" Oh yes, that he had ! and we all behaved 
so badly — he so well. Do you think he will 
ever come back ?" 

" How can I possibly say ? " replied Grace, 
who was burning to know what reason Lady 
Tremlett assigned for her stepson's abrupt de- 
parture. "How can I possibly say/' replied 
the astute damsel, ''unless I know why he 
went?" 

And then the poor weak woman told her 
all — all about the arrest of Sir George, and 
the conduct of Francis and Stephen thereon, 
with many digressions touching the behaviour 
of the former towards his half-brother; and 
Grace went home a happier girl than she had 
been for many a long day, but still not happy; 
Good reason was there for Steevie to leave his 
home so suddenly ; but had he not left her too; 
having heard that she was what she was, and 
without a word — a line to say good bye ? - 

Knowing my lady's silly, volatile nature, 
Grace thought little of the sorrow — almost 
despair — which she evinced at their parting. 
The time came when she saw what it meant. 

So she went to Kernden^ and there learnt, 
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for the first time, that Stephen Franldand had 
taken np his quarters with Cuthbert Lindsay, 
in the Temple, but knew nothing of the latter's 
approaching visit ; for the best of reasons — ^be- 
cause he was not expected till the day before 
he actually arrived, and poor Doggie was mis- 
taken for a mat. Cuddy, you must know, had 
a long standing invitation firom his uncle to 
run down when he pleased, with his Mends, 
for such pheasant-shooting as the neighbour- 
hood afforded; but having heard that there 
was a probability of the girls spending some 
time at the seaside with their aimt, the little 
man postponed his trip; not wishing (for 
reasons of his own) to expend his bidding upon 
a time when they — at least, one of them — 
should be away from home. As soon, then, 
as he heard that their departure was indefi- 
nitely postponed, he wrote to say that he was 
coming "immediately, if not sooner," and 
asked for leave to bring a friend, whom he de- 
scribed, in the slang of the day, as " a young 
man from the country," in lieu of Lorim6r, 
who had gone abroad. " And wont they be 
pleased, just" — ^he chuckled to himself — "when 
they find it's old Steevie ?" 

If this reticence had not been preserved, the 
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county of Kent would not have contained 
Miss Lee when the carriage drove up with the 
three Templars to the rectory door. As it 
happened, however, she was standing in the: 
little honeysuckle-shaded porch, with Doggie 
at her feet, her hands clasped before her, and 
her beautiful head thrown back wearily — gaz- 
ing up into the clear autumn sky, and thinking 
—thinking— thinking. 

Doggie did not hear the sound of approach- 
ing wheels, for, upon the principle of ' ' love 
me, love my dog,'' he had been pUed with all 
sorts of unaccustomed viands at luncheon, and 
was sleeping the sleep of innocence and dys- 
pepsia. Grace^s thoughts were busy afar off, 
and the phaeton approached within a dozen 
yards of her before she was roused from her 
reverie. Then one glance was enough, and she 
fled — ^fled through the hall, up the stairs, and 
into Gertrude's room, where she found her 
friend preparing to dress for dinner, and rushed 
upon her, and seized her by the arm. 

" Oh, you wicked girl ! oh, you false, wicked, 
wicked creature !" she gasped, with flashing 
eyes, and lips all in a quiver; "you knew it, 
you knew it, and did not tell me ! Oh, 
Oerty !" 
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Gerty was really frightened — and well she 
might be — ^by the suddenness of the attack. 

" Grood heavens ! what has happened ? Are 
you mad, Grace? What on earth do you 
mean? I declare you have hurt me dread- 
fully!" she continued, as she shook off the 
grasp of her excited assailant, and looked at 
her pretty white arm in the glass. " You wild 
animal ! I shall not be tit to be seen to-mor- 
row." And, indeed, there were five red marks, 
which bade fairly to become black ere long. 

" You knew he was coming !" cried Grace, 
with a stamp of her foot and undiminished 
anger. "It's a plot between you, and it's 
shameful — shameful!" And here, exhausted 
by the excitement, she broke down, and began 
to cry. 

" Dear Gracey," said Gertrude, mollified by 
the si^ht of her tears, " do explain yourself. I 
give you my word that I am not conscious of 
having done anything to make you speak and 
look thus. Gracey ! little mother ! can you think 
that your child — ^your own Gerty — ^wouldhurfc 

you r 

*' Little Mother'* was the school name of 
the Treherne girls for their friend and pro- 
tector ; aad now Gertrude took Grace in her 
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arms, as slie had been taken many a time by 
her in her own childish troubles, and petted 
and soothed her, begging the while for an ex- 
planation of what had so distressed her. 

" He's here/' she sobbed, " he's here now — 
just arrived with your cousin Lindsay, and 
they'll say that I came to meet him. I am 
sure they will. They've said all sorts of horrid 
things about us abeady, and you know I never 
expected him. You know I did not, Gerty ! 
How dare you sit there and smile, you wicked 
girl, like that ? You know I did not !" 
" Did not what, dear ?" 
" Why, know that he would come ! How 
could I?" 

" Perhaps you will enlighten me as to who 
this mysterious ' he is, and then, may be, I can 
answer you." 

"Were you, or were you not, aware that 
Captain Frankland was expected with Mr. 
Lindsay ? Tell me candidly, Gertrude." 

" Candidly, no ! — but has he really come ?" 
she asked* " What a goose Cuddy is to play 
such tricks ! He only told papa that he was 
going to bring a friend. But what a pleasant 
surprise !" 

" Pleasant for you, I dare say," replied Grace, 
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drily ; " as for me, I shall leave this house as 
soon as it is convenient for you to send me to 
the station." 

"Humph," mused Gertrude; "I think I 
see. Q-race, dearie, there used to be no secrets 
between us. You don't love me less than you 
used in the old days, do you ?" 

" No, my darling, not one bit !" 

*'But you love some one else a good deal 
more, slyboots ! You love this handsome, 
grave Steevie !" 

" Pshaw !" was Grace's contemptuous reply. 
" Love him ! 

"NotaKttle— Httlebit? 

" Don't be silly, Gertrude. 

" I am so glad you don't like him, dear, 
said Gerty, hiding her winsome face on Grace's 
bosom, and creeping close to her, "because, 
you see, you're so pretty and clever, that other 
girls would have no chance against you. He's 
just the man to fancy a clever girl like you, 
and — and you're my own dearest friend ; but 
you don't love him the least bit, Gracey, dear? 
I don't mind telling you that I — ^I — " 

A change, curious to behold, came over. 
Grace Lee as these faltering words fell on, 
her ear. The contemptuous smile left her 
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lip, and it quivered with a totally diflferent 
emotion. 

"You!" she gasped, turning deadly pale, 
and repulsing the lithe and elegant figure that 
reposed in her arms, as though it had been a 
snake that had stung her, " You, oh, Gerty !" 
And there was a depth of reproach and misery 
thrown into those two little words that I can- 
not attempt to render. But Gerty only burst 
out into a peal of merry, musical laughter, and 
shook her finger at Grace, saying, — 

" Oh, you hypocrite ! If you do not love 
him, why shouldn't I ?" 

" The man's a fool !" replied Grace, vexed at 
having fallen into the trap. 

" What for, dearie ?" 

"Because he's so mild and humble — ^that's 
why. He goes about just as though he were 
nobody at all, and lets them all trample upon 
him down at home, just as their bad, cowardly 
hearts please, when — when — " 

"When, what?— eh?" 

" Why, when the tip of his little finger is 
worth them all, body and soul together. Be- 
cause he's the noblest-hearted man, the kindest, 
most honourable gentleman that ever won a 
poor girl's heart. There ! it's out." 
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It was Grace's turn now to hide her face. 

" Woe betide poor me," said Q-erty, with a 
smile, " if /had called him a fool. He would 
he one if he did not love yon, though. He 
does love you, Qracey ?" 

"A Uttle— a very Kttle, I think. That's 
the worst of it." 

" His loving you only a little ?" asked Grerty, 
archly. 

'^No, dear," said Grace, a shadow of pain 
passing over her flushed face as she spoke ; 
^* his loving me at all" 

" You very strange child, why ?" 

"It wiU grieve him when— I mean, if he 
should ever — Gerty, I can never be his wife." 

"Oh, Gracey! Why not?" 

"No matter, love. You and yours have 
been very good to me — most considerate and 
kind; and in forgetting what — what I am, 
and giving me your friendship, think that 
others are equally generous ; or, perhaps, do not 
think about it at aU. Others are not equally 
generous, Gerty." 

"But dearie, if we, who are only friends — 
though very staunch and dear ones, you know 
•—love and honour you, as we do, without 
considering that — ^without thinking of any- 

F 2 



68 A TANGLED SKEIN. 

thing but your sweet, winsome self — surely 
the man who loves you would do the same." ^ 

"At first, he might," replied Graxje, sadly!; 
" but, in the course of time, iU-natured peoplia 
might pity him ; he might repent of having^ 
made a nameless girl his wife ; he might even 
tell me so." 

"Not if he is the man you take him to 
be." 

" I do not think he would say so in words. 
I don't depend on their words to know what 
is going on in people's minds. He has never 
told me that he loves me, and yet I am sure 
he does — a little. Were we to marry, he 
would never tell me that he had grown weary 
of me — that he was ashamed of his poor found- 
ling of a wife — but I should know it ; and, oh, 
Gerty, it would break my heart !" 

Grerty could only reply with a caress. 

" But it is no use talking thus," continued 
Grace, dashing aside her tears. "He knows 
what — ^what I am not, and perhaps he is wise, 
and has determined to forget me." And then 
she told of their last meeting, and Steevie's 
abrupt departure from his home, with what she 
had heard from Lady Tremlett of its cause. 
She also narrated, to the intense indignation 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 69 

of honest Grerty, the versions told by the scan- 
dal-mongers of the neighbourhood, both of 
this and the affair in the old hall. " And so, 
dearie," she said in conclusion, " you see that 
it would never do for me to remain here now 
that he has come/' 

"It would never do for you to go, you 
goose," replied Gerty, " for then they would 
say that he had really attempted something 
wrong. No ; if any one has to leave, it must 
be him." 

" Yes, and of course people would declare I 
had made a dead set at him, and he had run 
away to escape ! A likely story, indeed ?" 
\ "Well, then, as there are objections both 
ways, let's ask Maud what she thinks best. 
You don't mind trusting little Maud, do you, 
dearie ?" 

So Maud was called into the council, and 
told all. It was a pretty sight to see poor 
Gh-ace seated between those affectionate girls ; 
the arm of one round her neck, and the arm of 
the other round her waist, and with a hand of 
each clasped in both of hers. Not the fiery 
Grace of half an hour ago, or the quiet, resolute 
little woman whom we have been accustomed 
to see at Buxton Court, but a sad and tremb- 
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ling Grace, full of fears and doubts ; one who 
required much love and sympathy at that 
moment, and who got it. 

" Well^ dearest/' said Maud, " you know I 
don't pretend to be as wise as Gerty, but ifc 
seems to me that you ought both to remain — 
for the present, at any rate ; and I think that 
Gracey ought not to be selfish." 

" Selfish, Maud !" 

" Don't be cross, dear. You've told me to 
say exactly what I think ; didn't you now ?" 

"Yes! yes! Goon!" 

" If Captain Frankland really loves you, and 
tells you so, and you really love him, you ought 
to take hia feelings into consideration. What 
right have you to make him miserable for a 
certainty^ because you fancy there is a chance of 
his makingyou unhappy some day years hence?*' 

" He will soon forget me," rephed Grace, 
abstractedly. 

" I do not think so badly of him," said Maud« 
" He has evidently got something preying on 
his mind. He's unhappy, dear. I never saw 
a man so altered. I should have hardly known 
him again." 

"Have you seen him, then?" asked Grace, 
quickly. 
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" Yes> just now, in the garden with Cuddy ; 
and, oh ! such a great big friend of his, that 
Mr. Jackson he talks about/' 

" And how is he ? how does he look, dearie ?" 

" Oh, very good-humoured, but rather awk- 
ward, I must say." 

" What St Captain Frankland, I mean, 

awkward ?" exclaimed Grrace. 

" No ! no ! not Captain Frankland. I was 
speaking of Mr. Jackson." 

" You goose !" said G-ertrude. " Do you 
suppose that Grace wants to hear about your 
Johnsons and Thompsons ?" 

" His name is Jackson." 

" What's in a name ? Your tail, awkward 
frigid, Maud, by any other name, would be 
quite as uninteresting to Gracey ; wouldn't he, 
dear ? What about the man of men ?" 

" Well, he's looking very haggard and stem, 
poor fellow. I'm sure he has something on 
his mind." 

" Or is in love," interrupted Gerty. 

"Maud is^ right," said Grace.. "He has 
something on his mind — something dreadful. 
He told me so." 

" Oh gracious ! What is it ?" demanded the 
two girls in a breath. 



72 A TANGLED SKEIN. 



" That he did not say. I only know the 
fact. He did not give me any particulars.^' 

" And you did not ask him T 

" Ask him, Gerty !" 

"Excuse me. I spoke without reflecting. 
What on earth can it he ?" 

"I think I can guess/' said Maud after a 
short pause. 

" You clever little thing, what is it ?" asked 
her elder sister. 

" May I say, Grace dear ?" 

" Of course you may.'' 

" Well, then, I think it's something to do 
with the murder of his friend, poor Mr. 
Brandron." But Grace, remembering what 
had passed in the old hall, shook her head ; 
and then Maud quoted, in support of her view, 
Stephen's refusal to delivei* up Brandron's 
papers at the inquest, and all that the land- 
lady of the Rising Sun had told her father 
about there being a secret between the dead 
man and Steevie. 

But whatstrikes me as most odd," said Maud, 
is something that we heard only the other 
day. It seems that on the day of the funeral. 
Captain Frankland went over to ' The Wells,' 
and made all sorts of inquiries about where 
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Mangerton Grange was. Now, did you not 
say in one of your letters, when you first went 
to live with, the Colemans, that that was the 
old name for Tremlett Towers ?" 

G-race started, flushed, and trembled, at the 
thought which this statement created. 

" Yes," she said at last, " I did say so." 

"Then you may depend upon it," said 
Maud, in the triumphant tone of one whose 
prophecy is giving signs of fulfilment, "that 
there is some connexion betwen this poor Mr. 
Brandron and the Frankland family, though, 
perhaps, your Steevie does not know it." 

Grace thought of the scene in the old hall, 
and the strange words which Steevie had 
spoken in the conservatory at Euxton Court, 
and was bewildered. 

" It is this that is making him miserable," 
continued Maud ; " and, oh, Grace, if we — I 
mean if you could help him to clear up his 
doubts, and drive this black cloud away!" 

" Shall I go up to him, drop a curtsey, and 
say, * Please, sir, give me your confidence'?" 
said Grace, with a grim attempt at levity. 

"No, dearie," replied Maud; "but you're 
so clever, you might win it if you liked, 
without appearing to wish for it. It must be 
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80 sad to have a grief, and not a friend to 
share it with." 

" How do you know he has not got a friend 
to share it with ?" asked Gerty. " Don't be 
sentimental, puss." 

" Perhaps he has told Cuddy." 

" Cuddy's a goose ! No one would dream of 
confiding anything to him." 

" You're always running poor Cuddy down, 
Chrty," said her sister, "and it's very unkind. 
Isn't it, Grace ?" 

" I don't know," she replied, wearily ; " per- 
haps it is ; but you must remember that I 
have never seen your cousin, and therefore 
cannot judge whether or not he is an injured 
innocent." 

" Well, you will see him very soon," said 
Gertrude, rising, "for there goes the half- 
hour bell, and we've none of us begun to dress 
yet." 

" I don't think, dear, that I can come down. 
Please make some excuse for me," pleaded 
poor Grace. 

"Oh, dearie, that would never do. You 
must come down to-day, and we will hold a 
council of war to-night, when we go to bed, 
and see what is to be done for the future." 



A. TANGLED SKSIK. 75 

So the friends separated ; and Half an hour 
afterwards, Grrace sauntered into the drawing- 
room with an air of the utmost unconcern and 
indifference, attired in a plain black silk dress, 
and shook hands with Stephen as thou^rh 
■neeting him thn« were the mL natural Zg 
in the world. 

Dear ladies, was I wrong in takmg the 
general public into the sanctum, of those 
young girls, and playing the eavesdropper as 
I have [done ? Do you suppose, gentlemen, 
that you have all the talk to yourselves, in 
your club windows and smokingrrooms ? Ton 
have been treated to a conversation which, on 
the whole, is flattering to your sex, but don't 
suppose that the dear creatures to whom you 
devote your hours of idleness invariably sing 
the same song. When you roll away in your 
hansoms from opera or ball — when you stroll 
off to the club after the promenade — when 
you sit up at night over your soda-water and 
brandy, in the pleasant country house wherein 
you are favoured guests, and talk over Mary 
This, and Clara That, and what you suppose 
to be passing in the mind of pretty little 
Eosina, together with the mighty effect which 
your lordship's gracious presence and con- 
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descension is producing upon the sex in 
general — in such, hours, I say, do not your 
lofty ears bum sometimes, and are you not 
conscious that you are being talked over 
roundly in your turn ? Can you flatter your- 
selves that silent laughter lives only in sleeves 
of broadcloth, and that nothing but captive 
sighs are heard in the small hours around 
toilette-tables upon which bracelets glitter? 
Ha ! ha ! my tall friends, laugh and be gay. 
" When ignorance" — ^you know the rest. We 
are lords of the creation, are we not ? we in 
white chokers ! Sultans every man of us, with 
the world for an harem ! Who shall dare to 
laugh at our Crimean beards ? As for me, it 
is tolerably well known that I keep a familiar, 
who assumes in public the form of a large 
bluebottle fly, and whom I am bound to pro- 
vide with fifteen thousand python's eggs a day 
for his dinner, under pain of being torn to 
pieces, but who unroofs houses for me like 
another Asmodeus ; and I as faithfully assure 
you that I have never heard anything that 
would make you wince in the sacred places 
just indicated. So let us be gay — mighty ones 
that we are — quaff* the flowing bowl, and think 
of the trophies that we shall win to-morrow. 
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The result of the council of war was a de- 
termination that no notice should be taken of 
Stephen's arrival ; and to judge by Grace Lee's 
manner towards him on all occasions, no one 
would have guessed that his visit gave her the 
least uneasiness. 

As a general rule, it is not pleasant to be 
bayed at by an ugly cur, but the howls of 
Doggie were exquisite music in the ears of 
Stephen Frankland. He had foreseen what 
interpretations the Coleman family, and, in- 
deed, Grace herself, might place upon his sudden 
exit from Derbyshire, and it fretted his sensi- 
tive mind sorely to think that he should be so 
misjudged by those he respected — ^by her he 
loved. Half a dozen times he essayed to write 
to Mr. Coleman, to his wife, to his old play- 
mate, Laura, and account for his apparently 
heartless conduct, but was stopped by the utter 
impossibility of explaining it, and a sense of 
the futility of saying anything that was not 
based upon an explanation. "Now,"he thought, 
*' I can find an opportunity to show her that 
some better cause than this idiotic pride people 
talk about, or idle superstition, prevents me 
from trying to win her aifection." (The goose 
could not see that he had won it already.) 
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" Would to Heaven that I could tell her all ! " 
What occasion was there to tell her anything — 
what need of an explanation, if she did not 
care for him? None whatever, of course. 
Steevie was in love ; and when people get into 
that lamentable state, logic and common sense 
are the last things which occur to their dis- 
tempered minds. 

Accordingly, he, too, set about playing a 
part, became gay and indiflferent ; and to any- 
body .who was behind the scenes, there was 
more real acting going on daily in that quiet 
Kentish parsonage than is to be seen behind 
the footlights of several popular metropolitan 
theatres that could be mentioned. The two 
principal performers determined that they 
would do nothing that could betray their actual 
characters, and, in consequence, made them- 
selves as wretched as their worst enemies could 
wish them to be; not only themselves, but 
certain of their very good friends : for no doubt 
the astute reader has perceived that there was 
something more than a mere cousinly liking 
between Cuddy and the lively Gertrude ; and, 
consequently, may imagine that it did not add 
to the comfort of the former, or of poor Grrace, 
to see the handsome captain always walking 
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by Gerty's side in tlieir rambles, and constantly 
in possession of her ear at other times. How- 
ever, Grace took good care to disguise her 
feelings during this game of cross purposes, 
and you may imagine how pleasantly the time 
passed. If people will go play-acting in pri- 
vate life, they must take the consequences, and 
three days of this work sujQ&ced to cool con- 
siderably the friendship between Gerty and 
Grace, Cuddy and Stephen, and sowed the 
seeds of a very pretty quarrel between the two 
latter. However -. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 



HOWEVER- 



HowEVER ! The idea of heading a chapter 
however ! 

Dear reader, if I only had the wit to write 
all that could be written under such a text, 
I would print the work in five-and-tweniy 
volumes, bound in morocco, with gilt edges, 
and my portrait — after a photograph by Smear 
— opposite the title-page. I'd make my pub- 
lisher's fortune; think of that, longsuffering 
man ! For myself, I'd smash every ink-bottle 
in the house, and have currant and raspberry- 
tart, with Devonshire cream, for dinner every 
day of my life. However — . There it is 
again ! 

What is " However" ? It is the great high 
bank, with double posts and rails on the top, 
and ever such a ditch on each side, which 
'^ pounds" us in full cry after our favourite fox, 
be his name Pleasure, Ambition, Gain, what 
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you will. It is the bane which fills the healthy 
draught with death, the antidote which ren- 
ders the poisoned goblet harmless. It is the 
bridge leading to and fro, connecting this 
world with that place which is said to have 
such a peculiar pavement. Look at it ! See 
the swarms of wayfarers going down, elbow- 
ing, laughing, struggling on, and saying within 
themselves, "It's very dangerous, it's very 
wrong ; however, we think we'll go !" How 
they press forward ! how impatient they are of 
delay! Amongst so dense a crowd, you can 
hardly recognise the few who are trying to 
stem the tide in the contrary direction, and 
who say, " It's very pleasant, it's very easy ; 
HOWEVER, we'd better turn back !" Hustle 
them, knock them down, trample them under- 
foot ! What right have they to get in honest 
people's way, and tread on their corns ? Turn 
back, indeed ! We all intend to turn back 
some day; don't we? Of course we do, and 
this good intention is never destined to mac- 
adamize the region just indicated ; never, 
never ! The resolutions made for the future 
by such fellows as Jack, and Tom, and Harry, 
are not worth a snap of the fingers ; but yours 
and mine, my dear sir, are very diflferent ; so 
come along ! 

VOL. III. G 
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Tliis is one of those digressions which, I am 
told, are knocking off fifty-seven pounds eleveu 
and sixpence a page from the commercial value 
of this story. I don't care ! A pretty story 
it would be if I were to stick to any &cts- 
Shall I say, " Once upon a time there was a 
secret, and two people who were in love ; and 
the secret bothered them, and somebody found 
it out, and then it was all right again ; you 
know" — would that sort of thing suit ? If so, 
there it is ; and I'U write half a dozen like it 
every week, and sell them for three hundred 
guineas apiece. 

I concluded the last chapter with that will* 
o'-the-wisp" of a word, which has led me thu» 
astray, for a special purpose. What a poor 
foolish bird is that which sticks his thick head 
in the sand, and fancies no one can see his 
plumes ! What vastly superior beings were 
the ladies and gentlemen at Kernden Eectory ! 
They were all so sure that they were each 
working towards his or her end undiscovered, 
and that this end was a good one. Grrace Lee 
was quite sure that she could play her cards 
so as never to give Stephen the glimmering of 
an idea respecting the secret which fluttered 
in her poor little breast. Stephen was quite 
sure that he could let her see that there was 
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some hidden obstacle between him and her 
heart, without touching it in the attempt. 
The Trdieme girls were quite sure that they 
would smooth the path of true love for their 
Mends sooner or later, and that Cuddy never 
could be jealous. Cuddy was quite sure that 
he was beginning to hate old Steevie. Good, 
simple Mr. Treheme was quite sure that 
nothing extraordinary was going on in his 
house ; and all were perfectly agreed that Gigas 
^was far too stupid to have anything out of the 

common way on Im big hands. How I 

had very nearly done it again ! 

Whilst all these heads were in the sand, 
Stephen had not neglected the business which 
had been the cause of his visit to Westborough. 
He took an early opportunity of telling his 
host of the discoveries he had made respecting 
Jim Riley, and the poor afflicted girl who had 
passed as his sister. The good rector was no 
less delighted than surprised at the news, and 
readily acceded to Steevie's request that he 
would give him his aid towards discovering 
Nancy's parentage. " And I'm sure it's very 
noble in you, Captain Frankland," he said, 
" to take so much trouble about one who has 
no sort of claim on you." 

G 2 
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" No sort of claim on me ! " mused Stephen. 
" If it should turn out as I suspect ! " But 
he kept his own counsel, and be credit given 
to his disinterestedness. 

Between them they discovered that Mrs. 
Eiley had come into the neighbourhood with 
the child some fifteen years ago. That, from 
certain hints she had let drop, it was generally 
understood that she had come from Norfolk ; 
that she had been in service, and had saved 
money ; that she had married, and lately lost 
her husband ; that a lease of the cottage in 
which she died had been bought for her 
by some attorney in London, whose name the 
steward of the manor could not remember ; and 
that at first the child wore very good clothes 
— silks and laces — and had a gold chain round 
its neck. 

Stephen also found out that Mr. Lagger had 
been staying at the Eising Sun, and that since 
the departure of the detective, Jim Eiley had 
been beforehand with him (Stephen) in the in- 
quiries that he was making amongst the old 
people of the village. No more information 
could he obtain, far or near. 

Oh! if he could only discover the lawyer 
who had negotiated the lease ! 
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One day, whilst thinking of something — 
perhaps it would be more true to say some one 
— else, an idea ran full tilt into his head, as 
ideas sometimes will run, when you are not 
labouring after them. The same person who 
had tried to keep Brandron out of the way had, 
it might be concluded, a hand in sending Mrs. 
Eiley and the child from where they were 
known. That Mr. Williams who had corre- 
sponded with the murdered man just before 
his departure for India, " Might it not be he," 
mused Stephen, "who had established Mrs. 
Eiley in that quiet Kentish lane? What a 
blockhead I am not to have thought of this 
before ! " He determined to leave the next day, 
return to London, see the attorney, and try 
what else he could get out of him. 

It was on the road back to the Rectory 
from Westborough, where he had been prose- 
cuting his inquiries, that this idea struck him ; 
and, on entering the garden, he found Ger- 
trude and her sister seated on a rustic bench 
which surrounded the bole of a huge oak-tree, 
and working away at their — ^I don't know what 
to call it — a wondrous and bewildering tangle 
of coloured worsted, pretty fingers, and sticks ; 
that's what it was. Working away, I repeat. 
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and chatting confidentially. A little startled, 
a half-guilty smile broke over Gerty's face as 
Steevie made his presence known, for the sisters 
were so intent in their converse that they had 
not noticed his approach. 

They began to talk about many unimportant 
things, and at last a walk in the plantation 
was proposed. " Only wait a minute or two," 
said Maud, " Grace will come directly ; " but 
just then her father appeared at his study 
window, and called her ; so little Maud tripped 
over the greensward to do his will, whatever 
it was, bidding her sister not to start till she 
came back ; and so Steevie and Gertrude were 
left alone under the great oak. Not the least 
disconcerted were they, either of them: for 
Gerty was an agreeable, lively girl, and had 
always plenty to say for herself ; and Steevie's 
thoughts were too much given to another to 
feel anything awkward in being tete-a-tUe with 
Gerty, in that quiet, shady spot. 

" I do think," said Gertrude, as she watched 
the crimsoning sunset, " that when our English 
autumnal days are bright, they are the plea- 
santest in the whole year." 

" They are indeed," Steevie replied ; " but, 
like other pleasant things, they must come to 
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an end — at least, for me. I shall have to 
thank yon all to-morrow for having given me 
some of the pleasantest honrs I have spent 
since I returned from India; and Steevie 
sighed. 

" And why particularly to-morrow, Captain 
Frankland? " asked Gerty with a smile. 

" I regret to say that I must leave you 
then." 

" To-morrow — abeady ? " she said, opening 
wide her soft eyes, and looking a little scared. 
" Why — ^why — ^you have had no shooting at all 
yet." She paused, then uttered the last words 
rapidly, as though the subject had not been in 
her mind when she began to speak. 

*' I have had something else to do ; besides, 
your cousin — " 

" Oh, don't talk of Cuddy and shooting to- 
gether. He cannot hit a bam door. Stupid 
fellow I But he has got leave for you to shoot 
over the Brixford covers next week, and you 
really must stay." 

" I cannot." 

" Oh dear, dear," said Gerty, " what a pity ! 
and you've lost all your time bothering your- 
self about that]stupid Nancy, when — ." Here 
something seemed to occur to this pretty in- 
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triguer, and she continued, in quite a changed 
tone, "But I'm sure it's very generous and 
good of you to take so much trouble about the 
poor girl." 

Stephen smiled, but made no reply. 

" Because, you see, she is so very helpless 
and alone," Gerty continued. 

" She has her bro 1 mean Eiley, to take 

care of her." 

" Yes, but I don't quite believe in him, you 
know ; and if he were to change, and desert 
her ?" 

" Then she would indeed be helpless." 

" I don't exactly know what to think about 
her plight," mused Gerty, her fingers busy with 
some grass which she had plucked as she spoke. 
" Sometimes it seems as though her loss of in- 
tellect were a blessing." 

"How so?" 

" Because, poor thing, she does not know 
what people think of her." 

"What do they think of her?" asked Steevie, 
eagerly. 

" I don't know — I — I — cannot exactly ex- 
plain," stammered Gerty. " It isn't so much 
what people my in such a case as what they do, 
or rather, what they would do. Suppose, now. 
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that Nancy were sensible, and like any other 
young woman of her class ; would any honest 
working man ask her to become his wife ?" 

"Why not?" 

" Well, I don t know ; perhaps in that sort 
of life they don't care about — about such 
things. If she had been brought up as a gen- 
tlewoman, now, it would have been diflferent, of 
course." 

" I cannot see why," said Steevie, getting 
hot, and fidgeting. 

" Because, Captain Frankland, you have not 
mixed with people whom nobody knows any- 
thing about, and, consequently, have never had 
an opportunity of testing what would be your 
sentiments towards them," replied Gertrude, in 
as careless a tone as she could assume. 

" Miss Treherne," said Stephen, with flash- 
ing eyes, " if I thought that I could entertain 
towards a lady who was alone and unprotected 
in the world one sentiment which I would not 
presume to express about a princess — if I knew 
one — I would not let my black heart beat 
again in the presence of an honest woman." 

A sob of delight sprang up into Gerty's 
throat as Stephen spoke thus, but she kept it 
down, and only smiled demurely. 
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"It takes one back into the days of chi- 
valry," she said, "to hear such gallant words." 

" They are something more than wordSy Miss 
Treherne/' 

" Oh, I do not doubt that you mean what 
you say," she answered ; " and I flatter myself 
that there are thousands of gentlemen who 
think just as you think ; they would not be 
gentlemen else. Civility costs so very little. 
But if some sacrifice were required, how would 
it be ? For example, suppose that you had a 
brother — ^a real brother, mind — and he were to 
fall in love with a girl without friends or 
family ; would your Frankland pride consent to 
their marriage ?" 

" Much good has come of our Frankland 
pride !" said Stephen, bitterly. 

" That is no answer to my question." 

" I answer it thus : — Our happiness is our 
own, to make or mar. His marriage is usually 
the most important step that a man can take. 
In taking it, he has no right to disregard ad- 
vice, because it affects the welfare of another ; 
but there is a point beyond which no one should 
interpose, and, for weal or for woe, he should 
have his way." 

''And the lady?" 
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" I say the same of her. Who have more to 
gain or peril by a union than those whom it 
makes one for life ? Let them have every op- 
portunity of discovering the best and the worst 
in each other's disposition, and then any one 
who attempts to join or separate them against 
their will, incurs a responsibility which no one 
has a right to assume. I think strongly upon 
this subject," said Steevie, after a pause. 
" Perhaps I am wrong. You have asked me a 
question, and I have answered it as best I 
can. 

" Thank you ; but tell me one tiling more," 
said Gertie, turning aside her face, and pluck- 
ing at the bark of the great oak. "Am I 
right in gleaning from'what you have said, 
that you pay little regard to such considera- 
tions as birth, and blood, and pedigree ?" 

" Oh dear, no ! On the contrary, no one 
esteems them more highly. Why, they in- 
fluence the entire creation — ^from the lowest 
plant, the minutest animal, up to man. It is 
impossible to disregard them. Would you 
plant a briar in your rosary. Miss Treherne, 
and expect it to rival your choice standards ? 
Would you think me a clever sportsman if I 
were to enter your shaggy cart-horse colt for 
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the Derby, or take Doggie out partridge-shoot- 
ing as a pointer ? Do you blame a milkmaid 
for not having the grace of mind and body 
which marks your thoroughbred gentle- 
woman ? No ! Then, if the power which has 
created us has provided that birth and breed- 
ing, or the want of them, shall produce certain 
effects, can we be wrong if we estimate them 
at their proper value ?" 

" Poor Charley always said you were proud," 
said Grertrude, in a musing tone, from which 
she could not exclude a shade of vexation. 

"If admiration of what is generous and 
strong, noble and pure, be an indication of 
pride," returned Stephen, " then I confess poor 
Charley to have been right, and that I am 
proud." 

" Ah, but now you have shifted your ground. 
We were discussing the value of good birth, 
long pedigrees, and all that. How many per- 
sons are there, who, having a family tree as 
high as this oak, are, nevertheless, weak in 
body and mind, selfish, and the very reverse of 
noble or anything that is good !" 

" I am afraid there are too many." 

" And, on the other hand, look at that poor 
Mrs. Wantley whom you were telling papa 
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about this morning. Take into consideration 
her means of being so, and can you deny that 
she is generous and noble ?" 

" Certainly not." 

" But still you consider birth and pedigree 
as everything," said Grerty, the vexation that 
she felt deepening in her tone and manner. 
" I do not understand you, Captain Frankland." 

" Because you — quite unwittingly, I believe 
— misinterpret me. I do attach much value 
to birth and pedigree, but only as a means for 
producing a certain end. Nature has decreed 
that such and such qualities shall be perpe- 
tuated in the descendants of those who, at 
some time or other, have possessed them ; and 
the knowledge of this law leads us to cultivate 
those qualities, if they are good, and even to 
simulate them when we feel that they are im- 
perfectly developed within us. I value what is 
called ' good blood,' then, not for itself, but for 
what it is likely to produce," 

" I don't pretend to be able to argue with 
you," said Gertrude, looking a little puzzled, 
" but it seems to me that your doctrine would 
do a cruel injustice to the low-bom, because 
you must naturally look upon them as likely to 
be mean and depraved." 
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" If merely applied to thfim in a physical 
sense, it would," replied Steevie ; " but if tho- 
roughly carried out, as it ought to he, it would 
not. We should remember. Miss Treheme, 
that our virtues and our vices have ancestors, 
and are transmitted, with the colour of our 
eyes and the contour of our features, from one 
generation to another, and that diseases of the 
mind descend no less fatally than the ills which 
are hereditary in certain races." 

" Oh, but that is not universally true. Did 
you hear what Cuddy was saying the other 
day about the sons of great lawyers and gene- 
rals, whose fathers' abilities have won them 
peerages ?" 

" I did. And I grant that just as skilful 
medical treatment can turn a weak constitu- 
tion into a strong one, so careful mental cul- 
ture can convert small natures into great ones, 
only the physical qualities are more easily 
transmitted than the mental ones." 

"In the instances which my cousin men- 
tioned, they are not transmitted at all," she 
replied, not to be moved from the point she 
had in her mind. 

"Let us be patient," said Steevie, "and 
wait a generation or two before we assume 
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that. Did you ever keep pigeons, Miss 
Treherne ?" 

*' Why, where are your eyes ? My beauti- 
ful fantails ! Have you never noticed them 
on the roof ?'^ 

" I am ashamed to say that I have yet to 
make their acquaintance. But tell me, have 
you. never been annoyed by finding a coloured 
feather in the white plumage of some of the 
young birds ?" 

" I believe that you are a conjuror, Captain 
Prankland," Gerty replied, with an astonished 
look. "We never had any but pure white 
birds, and were so proud of them, until last 
spring, when several of the nestlings came out 
quite piebald ! Why was that ?" 

" Because they have inherited a black feather 
from: some remote ancestor ; exactly as, amongst 
us, the scion of some family noted for its 
bravery sometimes shows a white one," replied 
Stephen, smiling. "Depend upon it that 
there is much truth in the old proverb, * What 
is bred in the bone will come out in the flesh,' 
and that it has a moral as well as a physical 
significance." 

" Then," said Gerty, catching him up quickly, 
her pretty face lighted up with a bright, eager 
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smile, " when you find a person in possession 
of all the good qualities — ^mental and personal 
— which high birth and an educated ancestry 
is supposed to bestow, you would conclude that 
they had been actually inherited ?" 

"Or that, by extraordinary culture, they 
had been acquired, which practically comes to 
the same thing. For, what I said before I 
repeat — ^I value high birth and pure descent 
merely as a means for an end, or rather, a 
source from which certain qualities may rea- 
sonably be expected to flow. Grranted that 
some thoroughbred horses are slugs, and some 
thoroughbred men snobs ; that is the exception 
to the general rule. Tell me that I may have 
my choice out of a lot of hunters that I have 
never seen, and I will choose the one which 
has the reputation of the best pedigree. 
Mount me haphazard, and let m^find that my 
nag can carry me through a long day at the 
head of the hunt, and I will not trouble you 
to say who his father and mother were. I 
ought to apologize for talking thus to a young 
lady," said Stephen, checking himself and 
turning red, "but you know I am a dra- 
goon, and dragoons are wont to indulge in 
horsey talk." 
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"I think your illustration very good/' 
Gerty replied. "It makes me understand 
exactly what you mean. Pray go on." 

" WeU, I follow the same rules in society. 
Give one the choice of what class one should 

ma I should make friends in, and I should 

say, give me the thoroughbreds ; but if one 
encounters a person beautiful alike in person 
and in mind, one would be a dolt to avoid her 
— ^him, I mean, because — ^because I — I mean, 
what on earth does it matter what her father 
or mother are like, or who they are ? Tou are 
not obliged to marry them." 

" Oh, Steevie ! S tee vie ! where are your 
thoughts wandering ? Who was talking 
about marrying, or giving in marriage ? 
Puss L puss ! poor pussy ! What a fine cat is 
this which you have let out of the bag ! 
There she is — ^liead down, back arched, tail in 
the air — ^rubbing herself* complacently against 
Gerty's skirts, and purring demurely. But 
Steevie does not see her — does not know — ^as 
my good critics do — ^that there is not one rag 
of his argument which will hold on to another ; 
and so he goes on, his head well buried in the 
sand as heretofore. 

" There is nothing like an example," he con- 

VOL. 111. H 
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tinned, warming into his subject. "Look at 

your friend Gra Miss Lee. If she were 

a duchess in her own right, she could not move 
with a more graceful dignity — ^a dignity which 
inspires respect without repelling. She could 
not be more beautiful, more thoroughly gentle 
and good, if the concentrated blood of a hun- 
dred belted earls and noble chgltelains were in 
her veins. What can it matter, then, that her 
origin remains unknown ? It is good ? then 
every requisite which this word demands is 
fulfilled. Is it bad ? then all the more credit 
to her for having overcome every evil influence, 
and being what she is." 

"The darling! But, oh, Steevie! — may I 
call you Steevie just for a little time ?" con- 
tinued Gerty, checking herself, and clasping 
her little white hands together with an im- 
ploring air that was not to be resisted — "I 
should be able to say what I have — ^what I 
want — to say to you so much, oh, so much 
better, if you would not think it odd, and let 
me call you Steevie. Long before we saw you 
we all liked you so much by that name, for it 
was the name by which dear Charley knew 
and loved you. Maud and I have always 
talked of you as Steevie," said the frank girl, 
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"as Charley's Steevie, you know, and asso- 
ciated with the name so much that is brave 
and true and gentle, that just now, when I 
was going to take a very great liberty, and 
say something which I could not say to 
Captain Frankland, the familiar word sprang 
unbidden to my lips. May I go on ? May I 
speak to dear Charley's friend as I would have 
spoken to dear Charley himself, if Grod had 
spared him to us ?" 

The grave look which had deepened almost 
into sternness as Gertrude began, changed and 
grew sad when she mentioned her dead 
brother's name, and then slowly melted into 
that sweet, almost womanly smile of his that 
we know of. He looked her searchingly in 
the face, but its kind, anxious expression never 
wavered. There was no romantic nonsense 
in Grerty. 

" Call me what you please," he said ; " say 
on, and I will listen as poor Charley's 
friend." 

"First of all," Grerty commenced, "tell me; 
you have no sister ?" 

" No, thank God !" 

Gertrude expected quite a different reply, 
and was a little taken aback. 

H 2 
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" I never had a sister," Stephen continued ; 
" I am quite alone in the world now. I have 
no home, no brother, no mother ! I am the 
last of my name, and again I say, Thank 

God r 

"That expression betokens a strange state 

of mind, Ste Captain Frankland, and — 

pardon me for saying so — rather a morbid 



9> 

one. 



" Miss Treherne," replied Stephen, turning 
his face aside, and speaking in a troubled but 
deliberate voice, "you will hear and observe 
many things about me — ^perhaps you have 
already heard and observed some — which may 
make you consider my conduct strange, my 
mind morbid. I should like to be thought of 
kindly and well in this house — to leave a good 
name amongst your family, and — and your 
friends. It is a bitter sorrow to me not to be 
liked and respected by those I like and respect. 
Tou will give me credit for this, Miss Tre- 
herne ?" 

" Eeadily — entirely !" 

" Then think what it must cost me to say, 
* I am going deliberately to do things which 
will lose me your esteem, and I cannot offer a 
single excuse for them — I cannot even bid you 
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suspend your judgment, and let time justify 



^ 5> 

me. 



" I know what you mean," said Gertrude, 
quickly ; " you liave discovered who murdered 
Mr. Brandron — you are going to give him up 
to justice, and you fancy we will all think you 
revengeful and bloodthirsty. Is it not so ?" 

" You are wrong — quite wrong," Stephen 
replied. " If the — if that person were to be 
discovered, and — and punished, it will not be 
through my instrumentality." 

" I am glad of that — very glad ! Not but 
that I should like to know that such a wretch 
should have his deserts; only one does not 
like one's friends to be mixed up in such things. 
Besides, fancy the after-life of a murderer ! 
It must be a far greater punishment to let him 
live in never-ending remorse, in hourly fear of 
detection, than to strangle him on the gallows. 
And then, villain though he must be, I dare 
say there are some innocent ones who care for 
him, and on whom cruel people would visit his 



sms. 



"Is it not written, that the sins of the 
fathers shall be visited on the children ?" said 
Stephen, in a changed, husky voice. 
. " Ay, by God — not by man, Captain Frank- 
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land ; and not even by God under the covenant 
of the New Testament, if I read it aright/' 

"You asked to call me Steevie," he said, 
with glittering eyes. "Dear, generous girl, 
you little know what comfort there is in those 
words." 

" You require comforting." 

" God help me ! no one more/' he moaned, 
covering his face with his hands. 

" Then seek it in His word and promises/' 

" I have, I have ! But, oh ! if I had a — 
if I were not so utterly alone !" 

" Steevie," she said, laying her hand timidly 
but with sisterly tenderness upon his bowed 
head, " dear Steevie, Charley's Steevie ! listen 
to wliat I was about to say (but with far less 
reason and force than I can say it now), when 
by mere accident I touched upon the subject 
which — I know not why, neither do I ask — 
has struck such a sad chord in your heart. 
You are the prey of some deep and secret sorrow, 
Steevie ; we can all see that, and we have all 
grieved in beholding it. Do not fancy for an 
instant that I ask, or wish to become your 
confidante/' she added, quickly, as he raised his 
head, and was about to make a reply, " but share 
your troubles with some one you 7uusf, Steevie ; 
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or they will wear your sensitive nature into 
the grave. Who knows," she continued, more 
gaily, " that you are not fretting yourself about 
nothing at all ? An explanation — a reflection, 
in other eyes, of what appears to you so black 
and gloomy — in eyes that love you, Steevie — 
may present a picture vastly different jfrom 
that over which you brood so painfully. A 
sorrow shared is a sorrow more than half 
assuaged. Share your sorrows then, Steevie, 
but only with her who has the right to bear 
them with you. If poor Charley were aUve 
you would be guided by him — ^be guided now 
by poor Charley's sister, who cannot bear to 
see his friend so wretched, and who sympa- 
thizes with him from the very bottom of her 
heart. '^ 

" What would you have me do ? " 

" Share your griefs — whatever they may be 
— ^with the girl you love." 

" I do not — I mean, I must not love any 
one ! " 

" Now, Steevie," repHed Gertrude, " this is 
folly. Do you suppose that we are all deaf 
and dumb and blind down in Kent here?. 
Unless we knew you to be the good man and 
honourable soldier that you are, we should — 
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not being bereft of our senses — ^think very badly 
of you; but we are aware that love makes 
cowards, and — geese of the bravest of you men ; 
and for all your Victoria cross, and your scars ; 
your bronzed cheek, and the battle-flash which 
sometimes lights up your eye, we know yon to 
be a very coward in the presence of a certain 
silken skirt. Do you suppose that little Maud 
and I have not noticed you start, and turn 
pale, and tremble, when it has rustled past 
you ? Take heart of grace, Steevie, and — and 
don't tell fibs. Look up, sir, tliis moment, 
and give a plain answer to a plain ques- 
tion." 

Stephen did look up, but disclosed a face so 
changed, so haggard and ghastly, that the sight 
of it frightened the playful words that hung on 
Gerty's lips, and she merely said, — 

" You love Grace Lee." 

" With all my heart, with all my soul/' 
Steevie exclaimed, with warmth. " I love 
her now, ahd I shall love her till my last hour, 
but I can never tell her so. Good God ! what 
is that ? " he cried, starting from his seat, as 
a low cry — half sob, half wail — was heard from 
the other side of the great oak. 

He darted round, and there saw Grace Lee 
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herself — or rather what might have heen taken 
for her wraith, so pale and lifeless did it seem 
— standing with one hand pressed upon her 
heart, and the other stretched out towards the 
great tree, vaguely seeking for support. She 
would have fallen if Stephen had not caught 
her in his arms ; but at his touch a shudder 
ran through her frame, and with a mighty 
eflfort she regained sufficient strength to re- 
pulse him. 

" Maud told me you were here," she gasped 
— " that you were waiting for me ; and I heard 
you mention my name, Gerty, and — and — I 
came ; and, oh, Gerty, you know you sent for 
me!" 

But Gerty had disappeared, and therefore 
there came no response to this appeal. 

"Let go my hand. Captain Frankland," 
poor Grace cried, flushing crimson as she saw 
that they were left alone. " It is cruel — un- 
manly of you? How dare you detain me 
thus, when I wish to leave ?" 

Grace had a manner of saying " How dare 
you ?" on great occasions, which was not to be 
withstood. Stephen released her hand, and 
she sank upon the rustic seat, burst into tears, 
and sobbed, "Leave me, oh, do — rfo leave me!" 
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"I will," said Stephen, sadly; "but not 
till I have said what, in common justice — ^in 
common mercy, you should hear. You have 
heard too much not to hear still more." 

" I heard my name. I thought — Maud 
said Grertrude wanted me — and — and — " 

" Then you heard what followed ?" 

" Yes — yes ! but you did not intend it for 
my ears. Do, do consider it unsaid, and 
now go — leave me here, and send Grerty 
back." 

" Presently. For the first, and, maybe, the 
last time, I must say to you what I have 
already said of you — what has been in my 
heart of you many and many a day ; I love you, 
Grace, as I never loved before — as I shall never 
love again; but too fondly, too well, to ask 
you to give one kind thought for one who 
may bear a dishonoured name." 

" A dishonoured name !" 

" Hear me out, and judge how deep is that 
love when it forces me to confide to you a 
secret which I thought I should have carried 
with me to my grave, unless — ^but no matter ! 
And, oh, Grace, if — no, I will not, dare not 
hope. Listen ! A few days before I first saw 
you, when I was last here, a murder was com- 
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mitted in the wood behind Westborough Church. 
The man to whose gentleness and care I owed 
my life was the victim. 1 have too good 
reason to believe that he fell by the hand of 
my own father." 

Grace Lee sprang to her feet. "Gracious 
heavens !" she exclaimed, " I see it all !" and 
then, when he expected to see horror and 
aversion stamped upon her face, it was suffused 
by an expression of unutterable love and pity, 
and in a tone of ineffable tenderness, she mur- 
mured softly, " My poor Steevie !" oh, my 
poor, poor Steevie !" 

It was enough. The next moment she was 

clasped to his heart, and . Come away, 

reader. No one but the little birds saw what 
followed, and they won't tell. 

" Why, what can be keeping dinner ?" in- 
quired Mr. Treherne, looking at his watch. 
" I declare it is a quarter to seven !" 

"Hush, papa!" replied Maud, leading the 
rector into the bow- window of the drawing- 
room ; they've only just come in.' 

" Who have only just come in ?* 

" Grace and Captain Frankland ; they — 
they've been out for a walk." 

" What, in the dark ?" 
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" They did not know it was dark — ^they lost 
their way in the wood." 

"Eeally?" rejoined the good clergyman; 
"how very disagreeable !" 

Little Maud smiled. 

" But I'm very glad," continued her father 
in a confidential whisper, " that they seem to 
have overcome that coolness, not to say anti- 
pathy, which they seemed to have towards each 
other." 

" Antipathy, papa ! Wliat do you mean ?" 

"You are too young and giddy, my pet," 
he said, patting his pretty daughter fondly on 
her fair, cool shoulder, " to notice such things; 
but it was quite clear from their manner, and 
the way they have avoided each other, that 
they had taken a mutual dislike. It is very 
fooHsh and uncharitable, Maud, to take dis- 
likes ; and I hope when they become better 
acquainted — ^for they are both very estimable 
young persons — that they will overcome such 



nonsense." 



"Why, you dear darling of an old blind 
bat !" cried little Maud, at the end of a peal of 
musical laughter ; " they" — and she threw her 
arms round her father's neck, and whispered 
in his ear. 
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" Well, I never was so much, astonished in 
my life !" he exclaimed ; and his looks did not 
belie the assertion. 

Some twenty minutes or so before this con-, 
versation took place, Grace rushed into Gerty's 
room, flung herself upon that young lady, Jind 
cried, '' Oh, Gerty, what am I to do ? I am so 
happy !" 

" Be as happy as you please, dear ;" replied 
she demurely ; " but pray don't tumble my 
hertfie. I declare I shall be obliged to change 
it, and I put it on fresh not five minutes 
ago ! 

"If you are so provoking, Gerty, I will not 
tell you what has happened/' 

" Very well, dear ; go and dress for dinner. 
You're very late !" and the provoking one pro- 
ceeded leisurely to select another lace berthe, 

" Gerty, dear !" 

" WeU !" 

" He loves me, he loves me, he loves me," 
cried the happy girl, with a little jump of de- 
light at each repetition of the phrase ; " and 
I've told him — " 

" Told him what ?" 

Strong-minded Grace Lee began to cry; 
whereupon the provoking one (who, in truth, 
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was burning to hear the news) was provoking 
no lon'jer, and heard with great delisrht how it 
was that the pair, whom she had left nnder the 
old oak, had lost their way in the wood, and 
what sort of conversation had made them for- 
get all about dinner-time, and that it was 
getting dark. 

" And he's jjoins: to write to ^Mr. Coleman 
to-night," said Grace ; " and we're going to 
India very soon, and you and little !Maud are 
to be bridesmaids, and your papa is to many 
us — ^very quietly, you know; and I believe 
that it was all through you, you darling ; and 
I told such a big fib — ^and oh, I am so 
happy !" 

She was certainly not coherent, though. 

"But what fib did you tell, dear?" asked 
Gerty. 

" Why, I told him that I only came up when 
I heard you say my name ; and really, I came 
just as you said his, I heard you call him, 
Steevie, Gertie ; and, oh, I was in such a rage ! 
I was so wickedly jealous of you, it was aU I 
could do to prevent myself from springing 
upon you, and tearing your eyes out !" 

"Mercy on usi what an escape I've had I 
And did you hear all we said afterwards ?" 



A TANGLED SKEIN. Ill 

" No, dear, not all ; but Steevie told me." 

" That was very silly of Mm," said Gertrude, 
looking vexed. 

" No, dear, it was not. At the risk of my 
ts^ng offence at knowing how his proposal 
had come abont, he told me all that had passed 
between yon and him ; and if there is one 
quality that I prize more than another in that 
man," she continued, proudly, " it is his un- 
swerving honesty and truth." 

"Tou are a pair for that, I think,'' said 
Gerty, kissing her. 

"No, no, we're not," Grace replied, de- 
murely ; " I did not tell him half how I love 
him. I was very reserved and cold to him, 
poor fellow." 

"Well, we must not stop talking here. 
They're waiting dinner ; so run along to your 
room, change your dress, dearie, and I'll come 
and help you. It will not take five minutes to 
slip on that black silk." 

" Yes, but I should like— if you thought 
there would be time^ — ^I should so like to wear 
my wliite muslin with the pink spots. Don't 
you think, dear" — ^and she sidled up towards 
Gerty, and began to fidget with the buckle of 
her waist, her eyes cast down the whil( 
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" don't you think, dear, that I should look 
nicer in my muslin ?" 

Grerty laughed. " Why, where is our strong- 
minded Grace, who used to profess such Con- 
tempt for finery, and all the vanities ?'' 

" Grone, Gerty, clean gone, I think," she re- 
plied in a pitiful tone. " He is strong-minded 
enough for both ; and since his strong arm has 
been round me, and his big, brave heart open 
to my own, I have felt so weak and happy, that 
I am afraid I shall never be strong-minded any 
more, only don't tell him." 

Do not say " afraid" bonnie Grace Lee. 
Never regret the loss of that which made j6u 
less perfect woman, though you are committing 
deadly sin in the lovely e3''es of the Honourable 
and Reverend Mrs. Corbyle and her set. If 
" dearest Francis" had heard your confession, 
you would, no doubt, have fallen greatly in the 
esteem of that exemplary young man. There 
are some even, I suppose, who, reading this 
part of your history, will think you soft, and 
sentimental, and Missy ish. Let them !, Nature 
was altogether wrong, wasn't she ? when she 
ordained that woman's strength should be in 
her weakness. Go forth, ye strong-minded 
ones — sans crinoline — ^in blue spectacles, and 
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stockings to match ! regenerate the world, and 
turn the milk of human kindness sour with 
your vinegar aspects. Teach the so-called lords 
of the creation their proper places. Be law- 
yers, doctors, statesmen, tax-collectors — any- 
tiiing you like ; but spinsters for ever ! Only 
when this flood of wisdom that you would 
bring about does cover the world, and demolish 
the sort of women some of us love and. honour, 
and who wield a power over us — that I have 
my doubts about your ever attaining — then let 
an ark be made in which a few Grace Lees 
may be preserved, in case it should turn out 
after all that they make the best Christians, 
wives, mothers, and friends. 

And if there be a vacancy on board for a 
cabin boy, let application be made to the pub- 
lisher of this work for the address of a young 
man — steady, honest, and obliging, with a 
good character from his last place — who v^ill 
be glad to accept the situation. 

So Grace Lee came down to dinner, in her 
white muslin with the pink spots; and the 
fish was boiled to rags, and the haunch of 
mutton overdone. 
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■A 
CHAPTEE V. 



'/ 



IN WHICH POOB GRACE LEe's NEW-BORN HOPES 

ARE SHIPWRECKED. • 



f * Cuddy/' said Mr. Treherne, as he rose, and/r 
was about to quit the dinner-table soon ailbei;,( 
the girls had left the room, "you wiU fiud^t 
more claret in the ceUaret. Captain !Erank-' : 
land, when you have quite done dessert, i. 
should like to speak to you for a few moments^ 
in my study." 

" Holloa !" said Jackson, when the door ^ 
closed upon his host, " what's the matter ?" 

'* Never you mind, Grigas," observed Cuddy, 
who was in the secret; "you go on eating 
those plums, and you shall have the cholera . 
morbus, and be buried like a gentleman, to the 
great relief of your family." ■;_ 

Steevie lost no time in following Mr. Tre- . j 
heme, and found him deep in the mysteries of : 
3radshaw. 

'* My daughter Maud has told me. Captain 
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Frankland/' he said, " that you have made a 
proposal of marriage to our dear friend, Miss 
Lee, and that you have been so fortunate as to 
be accepted." 

" Tou may, indeed, say fortunate, sir. I 
would have told you of this myself, sir, and 
sa would Grace, I know, if we had had any 
opportunity." 

" I am sure you would — ^I am sure you 
would. I give you joy with all my heart; 
but there are other persons of more importance 
than I, my dear young friend, deep as is my 
interest in you both, to be informed and con- 
sulted with." 

" I know what you mean. I am going to 
write to Mr. Coleman by this night's post, and 
so is Grace." 

" Grace may write, my dear boy, but you 
must go and see him. Tou must go and see 
your parents, and consult them. There are 
so many things to be weighed and discussed 
on a subject like this, that if you wctc to write 
letters for a month you would not conclude 
anything properly. No! There is nothing 
like talking matters over face to face. Now I 
see here," he went on, pointing to his Brad- 
ihaw, "that the early train^ which leaves 

I 2 
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Poundbridge at seven*' — poor Steevie winced^ 
lie had been thinking how nice it wotdd«b* 
to show Grace, by the pleasant light of esxb^ 
morning, how it was that they had losttbdit 
way in the gloaming—" arrives in London^^ 
continued Mr. Treheme, "just in time for yon 
to catch the mid-day express. By thi&.yoa 
can get home to dinner. You might have a 
long talk with Sir George in the evenings aaid 
a couple of hours next morning might sofficto 
to arrange all that need at present be axrangett 
with dear Grace's guardian." ni 

" She is of age — ^her own mistress in eveij* 
respect. Mr. Coleman is only her trustee." Uf 

" Be it so. You know best. Still he irtust 
be consulted. Go, then, my dear friend ; axud 
the quicker you are back, the better I shall be 
pleased ; only you must excuse my saying tibat 
I cannot consent to your remaining in my^ 
house (under present circumstances) for an^ 
hour more than is absolutely necessary, untfit 
and nnless everything is properly arranged, 
with the consent of your family and her — h&t' 
trustee." ^^ 

The rector's tone was very kind, but so firan^ 
that Steevie gave in at once — ^indeed, how 
could he do otherwise? "It is rather hard,: 
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you'll admit/' he said, with a brighter smile 
than had lighted his eyel for many a day, " to 
leave her so very soon ; but you are quite right, 
Mr. Treherne, and I thank you much for your 
good counsel. I will see Mr. Coleman, and — 
and I will undertake to bring you my father's 
consent to my marriage." 

" That's capital — capital ! I should have 
thought very poorly of you if you had not felt 
it a great bore to go; and more poorly still 
if you had not made up your mind to do what 
is right in the end. And now I will not keep 
you any longer from the drawing-room. God 
bless you, my dear young friend ! If Grrace 
had been my own child, I could not give her 
to you with more confidence or less regret. 
Ah,^ poor Charley !" 

In the hall Stephen encountered Jackson, 
who seized him by the hand, and nearly dis- 
located three of his fingers in his herculean 
grasp. " Cuddy's told me," he whispered, 
" and I ain't a clever fellow, you know, or 
eloquent and that, but I do wish you joy, 
Steevie ; I do, with all my heart. It seems 
like a good omen." 

"Of what?" 
; Gigas blushed like a girl of sixteen, and 
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began to stammer something about its bringing 
good back to the chambers ; in the midst of 
which incoherent utterances, Steevie thanked 
him for his good wishes, and passed on. 

The folks at Kemden Eectory were too 
kind and well-bred to say or do anything 
which could embarrass the happy lovers, and 
so the evening passed much as many of its 
predecessors had done; except that the plea- 
sant circle of friends broke up and separated 
for the night rather earlier than usual, as 
though by common consent. 

Grace retired to her room alone, wrote a 
short business-like letter to her trustee, and to 
Mrs. Coleman a long and aflfectionate epistle, 
in which she opened her heart to the jolly 
matron from whom she had received so many 
acts of kindness ; and this done, took out her 
Bible and began to read, breaking off every 
now and then, as her mind would stray from 
the page, to wonder whether her happiness 
were real, or merely a dream, from which she 
should wake before the morning dawned. 

It was long past midnight when a slim 
figure, draped in white, and which might have 
been taken for a ghost but for its rosy 
cheeks, glided into the room where the Trehefne 
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girls slept, and sat itself at the foot of the 
bed. 

" Gerty, Gerty/' it said, in a low voice, " are 
you awake, dear Gerty ?'' 

This last appeal, in a louder tone, and ac* 
companied by a shake, settled the question, 
and Gertrude and her sister sprang up together 
with cries of alarm. 

" Oh, Grace ! what has happened ?" gasped 
Gerty. 

" Don't say it's thieves !" said Maud, really 
frightened, and stopping her ears lest she should 
hear the dreaded word. 

" No, no, dears ; there is nothing the matter 
— ^really nothing. I only came to ask a ques- 
tion. I'm sorry I woke you. I thought 
that perhaps you were not quite asleep. I 
want to know, Gerty dear, if it would be very 
wrong — ^if I might — ^if there would be any 
harm, dearie, in my going down and giving 
him his breakfast. The carriage is ordered for 
him at six o'clock, and it will be so uncom- 
fortable for him if there is no one up to make 
his tea." 

'* Bother him and his tea," cried Gerty, in 
assumed indignation. " You bad, wicked girl 
to come waking us out of our beauty-sleep 



120 A TANGLED SKEIN. 

about your wretched him and his breakfast ! 
Go away ! Avaunt, this moment 1" 

" Oh, l)ut she would so like to see him ofl^ 
Gerty/' pleaded little Maud, "and it is so 
early for him to go. If it would not be right 
for her to go down alone, I'll get up now-r-is 
it time, Gracey ? — and help her. Let me ge* 
up and dress." 

"Well, I never supposed that two girls 
could make such fools of themselves as to get 
up in the middle of the night to bother about 
a man's breakfast. What, are there no ser^ 
vants in the house ? They will give him hig 
breakfast just as comfortably as you can." ' 

" You did not think so when Cuddy left the 
last time, Gerty," replied Maud. " You made 
me get up to do propriety whilst you gave him 
his breakfast, and no, I will not be smo- 
thered — ^hold her off, Gracey. Oh, you ought 
to protect me when — Goodness, gracious! 
What's that ?" 

It was the sound of breaking glass^ and 
Gerty, startled, desisted from the attempt to 
smother the tell-tale. 

" Oh dear ! it's thieves. I knew there were 
thieves," whimpered Maud, clinging to her 
sister. 
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"Nonsense, child. Thieves do not make 
such a noise as that. It's that great clumsy 
Mr. Jackson has poked something through his 
window." 

" Mr. Jackson isn't clumsy," replied Maud. 
" Besides, his room is not on that side of the 
house." 

" Hark ! Some one is walking in the pas- 
sage. It's Steevie's step, I know it," said 
Grace. " Hush, dear, don't cry" (this to the 
trembling Maud). " We are quite safe, even 
if it be thieves, now." 

But still the three girls listened with painful 
anxiety for the sounds which followed. They 
heard Steevie descend the staii^, open the hall 
door, and go out. They heard him rustling 
through the evergreens which grew under his 
window. They heard the latch of the iton 
gate *' click, click," as though he had gone out 
into the road. In about ten minutes, which 
seemed to them an hour, he returned, re- 
mounted the stairs softly, closed his door after 
him, and then all was silent as before. 

" What can have happened ?" said Grace, 
under her breath. 

"Pho! nothing at all," replied Gertrude, 
sinking back upon her pillow. "As I said 
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before, onl j of the wiong person, lie's knocked 
something — perhaps his horrid pipe — through 
the window, and has gone down to feteh it. 
That's alL" 

'^ Perhaps so; bnt, oh! I do so wish the 
momiiig wonld come/' sighed Grace. 

" So do I, dear," Gerty rejoined, " as it seems 
that I am to hare no more sleep. Well — U ! 
did it look yezed ? Come, then, and be kissed 
and patted by its big child" AndGertjdiew 
Grace to her side, and — ^was as good as her 
word " And I'll tell yon what we'll do," she 
said, after a while ; ^' we'll all get np and give 
him his breakfist, and then no one can say 
anything." 

Grace pressed her hand in silence, and soon 
afterwards left the room. 

" How changed she is ! — all in a moment, 
too, as it were," observed Maud, when the 
sisters were once more alone. 

" She's happy, dear," was the reply. " CU> 
to sleep." 



Stephen Frankland sfnoked a couple of his 
muscular cheroots with Cuddy and Gigas, in 
the deserted kitchen, to the chirping of the 
crickets, and when at last he retired to his 
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room, threw himself into an easy-chair, and 
thought of all the wise resolves which those 
simple words, " My poor, poor Steevie," had 
blown away into thin air, never again to settle, 
cloud-like, upon the clear horizon of his life. 
What a true adviser, what a prophet, was 
Grerty! He had shared his griefs and fears, 
and how much lighter, how much happier he 
was! Grace loved him through all, and in 
spite of all — would love him, as she had said 
with her own bright lips, more dearly, if pos- 
sible, than before, if the sorrow and the shame 
he dreaded were to fall upon his house. Oh, 
he was a happy man that night ! He made 
plans for the morrow. He would go straight, 
he thought, to Euxton Court, settle all with 
Mr. Coleman, and get him to arrange the affair 
at " The Towers." He could not bear to see 
his father again, and it gave him a little trouble 
to think that the wedding must take place at 
the Coleman's house, when he reflected what 
Sir George would be called upon to say and do 
upon the occasion. However, he consoled him- 
self by the thought that the ordeal would only 
last for an hour or two, and would end by his 
carrying away Grace — ^his first love — to happier 
scenes, as his wife. 
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From these reflections lie was roused by a 
crash of glass, and something hard and heavy 
fell on the table, and rolled from the table to 
the floor. 

We know what followed. He went out, 
searched the shrubbery, and the garden^ 
looked up and down the lane, but found no one; 
heard no sound, and so returned to his room. 

" Some drunken tramp," he thought, " pass* 
ing by, and seeing a light in the window, has 
thrown a stone at it." 

But where was the stone ? ^ 

Stephen searched where he had heard it fall, 
and found it. To his surprise, he saw that a 
folded paper was attached to it firmly by a 
piece of faded black ribbon. It was some time 
before he could undo the knots, and then he 
read what was written on the paper. 

" This precious Steevie will miss his train if 
he does not make haste," said Gertrude Tre- 
heme to her sister, whilst busy making tea for 
the breakfast of the departing guest. " Where's 
Grace ?" 

" Not down yet." 

"Well, she's a nice girl, to wake people up 
in the middle of the night to get them to come 
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down early with her, and not to make her ap- 
pearance, after all." 

"Perhaps they are out in the garden to- 
gether." 

" No, Grace would not do that, I am sure. 
It seems so odd that Ms not down. Oh, 
Williams," she said to the servant, as he 
entered with some dish, " have you called- 
Captain Frankland ?" 

" Yes, Miss — more than an hour ago." 
"And I knocked at Grace's door myself," 
said Maud, " and she answered me." 
" What can she be doing ?" 
" If you please, Miss," interpolated Williams, 
" Elizabeth went up to Miss Lee's room about 
half an hour since with a letter." 

" What ! has the post come in already ?" 
" No, Miss. It was not a post letter." 
" What was it, then ? Who sent it ?" 
" I don't know. Miss. Perhaps Elizabeth — " 
Gertrude did not wait to hear the rest, 
but sprang two stairs at a time up to Grace's 
room. 

"Grace ! Grace!" she cried, knocking at the 
door. 

No answer ! 

" Oh, Grace, do say something ! Grace !" 
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Still silence ! 

"Oh dear! what shall we do! what shall 
we do !" she cried, wringing her hands, whilst 
Maud, who had followed, stood by, wonderirfg* 
and asking what could have happened. 

" Is anything wrong, Miss Treheme ?" de- ' 
manded Jackson, who at that moment appeared 
on the scene. 

" Tes ! — ^no ! — that is — oh, Grace do an- 
swer ! 

" Grood heavens ! is Miss Lee ill ? Where's ^ ' 
Frankland?" 

" Gone, sir !" said the maid Elizabeth, from 
the foot of the stairs. "He left before five 
o'clock, and gave me a letter for Miss Lee, 
which I took up to her just now." 

" In her room ?" 

" Tes, sir." 

Jackson rattled the door, and banged it with 
his knuckles loud enough to wake the dead. 
It was locked inside. 

" Miss Lee ! — answer, pray ! Tour friends 
are dreadfully anxious. Miss Lee ! ! !" 

No sound in reply. 

" Shall I break open the door ?" 

" Oh yes ! please do — now at once !" cried 
Gerty. 
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Gigas just seemed to lean his shoulder against 
the door, and in it flew. 

They found Grace completely dressed, sitting 
on the floor, and staring at them as they 
entered, but with no sight in her gaze. Staring, 
pale as ashes, through them, past them, into 
vacancy — staring as a corpse might stare into 
futurity. 

Gertrude and Maud flung themselves upon 
the ground beside her, twined their arms round 
her, called her by every endearing name. They 
could not rouse her. They brought every sort 
of restorative, and forced them upon her — in 
vain ! Nothing that they could do averted 
that stony, lacklustre stare into vacancy. She 
let them raise her to her feet. She let Jackson 
lift her — ^and he did it tenderly— and carry her 
to her bed. She let the girls take off the pretty 
dress — never worn before — which she had put 
on that XQoming because it was a colour that 
Steevie liked. She let the doctor come and 
feel her pulse, and shake his head over her. 
She even murmured " Thank you " now and 
again, as little services were rendered her ; but 
stiU, through all, that horrid vague stare into 
vacancy 1 

At last, Mr. Treheme noticed that she held 
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something clenched in one of her hands. They 
opened it as gently as they could — she not 
sisting — and found there the letter she had 
ceived crashed up. A wild, blotted, incohefltat 
scrawl, in what might be the ghost of Stqihew 
Frankland's handwriting, in which he bade hjisf 
to think of him no more ; to £uicy all that h§ 
had said to her of love and marriage as folly, 
nonsense, untruth — anything but what she had 
taken it to be. Praying her to foi^t, to prsjf 
for him, to hate him, if it must be, but to for- 
get him then and for ever ! 

And where was the writer ? Hurrying away 
towards Bawthome Castle, the first place. Ixe' 
had thought of when the horror revealed by 
the letter attached to the stone had burst up<m 
him, and driven him in despair from the house, 
as though it had been the very brink of doom. 
For the words it contained — ^written in a 
cramped female hand, but cruelly clear and 
plain — were these : — 

" A merciful providence enables me to save' 
you from a fearful fate. Beware ! The woman* 
with whom you were walking in the wood this* 
day is she whom John Brandron came from 
India to make a liar and a profligate acknow- 
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ledge as his child. She is your own father^s 
child, Stephen Frankland, so help me God ! — 
Maey Alston." 

The first person that Stephen encountered 
6n the platform of the little railway-station 
that was nearest to Eawthome Castle was no 
less a personage than Sampson Lagger. 

" Ton here !" Stephen exclaimed. " Why 
have yon not communicated with me, as you 
promised?" 

" Because I have been too busy, sir, with my 
own buLsiness, to be able to attend to yours," 
replied the detective, firmly returning Frank-^ 
land's angry gaze. " Before I am a day older, 
I shall lay my hand on the murderer of John 
Everett Brandron !" 

Stephen staggered back aghast. 

" He — he is not here," he gasped, not know- 
ing what he said. 

"I know he isn't," replied the detective; 
" leastwise, not yet, but he will be before night- 
fall. Lord bless you, sir, I have him as safe 
this moment as though he were under lock and 
key in Maidstone jail. I'm sorry for you, sir, 
I am indeed, but dooty's dooty, and must be 
done." 

VOL. III. K 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A nOUSE DIVIDED AGAINST ITSELF — ^BT 

SETTIiEMENT. 

It was not with unalloyed satisfaction that our 
" dearest Francis" looked back upon his half- 
brother's final departure from Tremlett Towers. 
Not that he regretted it. His bitter jealousy 
of Steevie made him rejoice in the assurance 
that the house and the county had seen the last 
of him ; and his own conceit was too great to 
let him suppose for a moment that what he had 
said and done was not the sole cause of so 
agreeable a result. Why, then, was not his 
lofty mind at ease ? Was he a little ashamed 
of his conduct towards his father — of his cold- 
heartedness towards a brother who had loved 
him with such an enduring, manly love ? Not 
a bit of it ! He acted throughput ^i/pon prin-- 
ciple ; and eloquent were the arguments, most 
convincing the logic, with which he assured 
himself that he had behaved in an exemplary 
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manner. Still he was not quite at his ease. 
He was one of those persons who do mean and 
disagreeable things "upon principle" only where 
there is something in the nature of interest to 
be gained thereby. There was a set-off against 
the exit of the rebel Steevie, and Mr. Tremlett 
regretted exceedingly that he had not got rid 
of him on easier terms. 

The fact was, that, for about the first time 
in her life. Lady Tremlett had shown some feel- 
ing. We have seen that she supposed Stephen's 
absence would only be a temporary one. Had 
she not encountered him on that stormy autumn 
morning, whilst walking down to the railway- 
station, with his carpet-bag in his hand ? Had 
he not smiled, and kissed her in his old, tender, 
protecting way, when she begged him to make 
haste back to them again ? My lady burst into 
such a rage as those who knew her best never 
dreamed that she could be capable of, when she 
learned the truth. How dared they deceive 
her ! How dared they drive him out of her 
house ? — yes, her house ! He was her only 
friend ; the only one she loved of them all. 
They were all bad, wicked, crafty designers. 
She would leave them, and go and live with 
dear Steevie. Where had he gone? They 

K 2 
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mmt know. Would lie come back? Oh, let 
somebody go — ^let Sir Greorge go — and ask him 
to come back ! The poor baronet shook his 
head, and assured his excited wife that it would 
be no use (he did not tell her why). Stephen 
had left what was once his home, for ever. At 
this news my lady's rage melted into a flood of 
tears, and all day long she sat sobbing, wring- 
ing her hands, and moaning, "Oh, Steevie, 
Steevie, why did you go ? why did you leave 
me now ? What shall I do ! oh, what will 
become of me ! Oh, Steevie, if you only 
knew ! Oh, Steevie, Steevie, save me ! Oh, 
let me go to Steevie !" 

It was not altogether love for the absent 
one, however, which drew these lamentations 
from the pretty lips of Rhoda, Lady Tremlett. 

" Dearest Francis" did not show his wisdom 
in approaching his mother whilst in this mood, 
and assuring her of his complete devotion to 
her and — ^his mean little mind could not help 
adding — her interests. 

" Oh yes — ^yes, I know," replied his mother, 
impatiently; "but you are not like Steevie. 
I'm not wise and strong like some people ; and 
I used to lean on him so. He was not like a 
son ; and, oh, why did he leave me now, when 
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I am so sorely tern ?" and my lady burst 

into a fresh paroxysm of weeping. - 

" Let me be your support — ^lean on mCy' 
cooed the dear fellow, in his most insinuating 
tones, when this had slightly subsided; but 
his mother shrank from him with a strange, 
wild look in her eyes. 

" You !" she cried, ''you ! Oh, no, no, no ! 
You, so cold and cruel — ^you take Steevie's 
place ? never ! And if it had not been for you, 
and your nasty crafty ways — / know what you 
want — he would be here now to take care of 
me. Oh, it was cruel of him to go— cruel, 
cruel ; but you — now mark what I say, Francis 
- — ^you'll repent this. You will ! You'll re- 
pent it all your life, if you have a heart — if 
you ever loved your wretched mother." 

" It is because I love you so dearly, that I 
have adopted a course of conduct towards my 
half-brother which at present you condemn," 
said he. "I am aware that I shall be misjudged, 
and perhaps condemned for what I have done," 
he added, with martyr-like resignation ; " but 
the fear of blame from the frivolous and the 
worldly- minded has never yet dissuaded me 
from acting upon principle. You who are so 
good, and kind, and straightforward, think that 
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all the world is the same. Ah, my dear mo- 
ther, to what lengths might not your confiding 
nature have taken you !" and the dear fellow 
lifted his eyes and hands in deprecation of the 
sad result. 

" Do you dare to suggest that Steevie is not 
good, and kind, and straightforward ?" 

" My dear mother, you must remember that 
he is my father s son." 

" Oh that he had been mine — my own, very 
own !" sobbed my lady ; " or that my own had 
been like him !" 

" My dearest mother," said her son, taking 
her hand as Steevie would have done, to soothe 
her, " how can you speak thus, when I — ?" 

"Don't say you love me — don't teU lies, 
Francis Tremlett," she burst out, angrily. 
" You know you do not love me, or your father, 
or anybody but yourself. You would not be a 
Tremlett if you did. We are all cold, selfish, 
false-hearted, /love no one — only — only 
Steevie. I hate myself — I am afraid of my- 
self. Oh, if I had him here to uphold me ! my 
noble, strong, generous Steevie ! Oh, if I only 
had Steevie, to save me from sin and sorrow — 
to save me from myself ! It is your fault ; 
yes, yours — yours/' she cried, again turning 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 135 

upon her son. " There will be no one who will 

repent it so bitterly as you will^ for if it had 

not been for you, he would never have — ^he 

must have gone — ^he could not — ^he Oh, if 

Steevie '' But what my lady might have 

added was checked by a violent fit of hysterics, 

in the midst of which she was carried off* to 

her room, whence she emerged no more that 
day. 

It was sad that my lady found nothing to 
complain of in her son's conduct towards his 
father. 

Mr. Tremlett was slightly puzzled to make 
out what his mother could mean by calling 
on Steevie to save her; but his attention 
was chiefly directed to her threat, that he 
would one day repent his conduct towards 
Steevie. " Confound it," he mused, " she's 
going to leave him that money," alluding to 
the odd thousands of ready money that were 
at my lady's disposal by will — " but she must 
be brought round ; Stephen might make im- 
proper use of it ; besides, it is so bad for a pro- 
fessional man not to be dependent on his pro- 
fession. He gets so careless and unambitious 
if he has anything else to rely upon," 

Thus did the dear fellow console himself; 
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but to his surprise lie found that his mother — 
hitherto so plastic in his hands, so forgetful 
one day of what had caused her pleasure or 
pain on the day before — was not to be brought 
round. On the contrary, her moans after 
Steevie, her entreaties that some one would 
bring him back to her, poor, weak, helpless 
thing, she never thought of acting for herself 
in the matter which she had so much at heart, 
increased as the time went on, whenever she 
found herself alone with her husband or her 
son. The former could not help her, the latter 
would not. 

This, you may be sure, made her son very 
uncomfortable ; nor was it all he had to trouble 
him. He felt that he had make a great mis- 
take in that unpleasant affair between his father 
and Messrs. Puddle and Snap. He had held 
the ace of trumps in his hand, and had let 
Stephen win the game with a trumpery four ! 
The old, vulgar Tremlett love of money, as 
money, had got into his eyes and blinded him. 
It was not in the nature of Francis Tremlett to 
think himself a fool ; but he admitted, in his 
own mind, that it would have been much better 
for him if he had not acted " upon principle" 
this time, and had let his mother pay the debt 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 137 

and costs ; better even to have paid them him- 
self, than to have given so cheap a triumph to 
Steevie, and through him to his father. 

To his great discomfort the latter made no 
secret of his arrest. Lord Eossthorne, whose 
gout had got better, came down to luncheon 
that very day, and was admiring the horses in 
Lady Tremlett's carriage, as it stood at the 
porch ready for her to take her afternoon drive 
with the Honourable and Eeverend Mrs. Cor- 
byn, and the lady of Professor Spraggle. 

" Yes," observed Sir George, bitterly, " they 
are very handsome ; thoroughbred, of course ! 
They cost four hundred guineas, a sum which 
was not forthcoming this morning to save me 
from a gaol." 

" A tohatV^ exclaimed the peer. 

" Father," cried dearest Francis, in an agony, 

But Sir George did not heed the exhortation, 
or attend to the gestures — now threatening, 
now entreating— of his son. He continued 
quite calmly — 

" Yes, a gaol ! You would not think it, to 
look at this house — the magnificent country 
seat of Sir George Tremlett, Baronet, as the 
guide-books call it," he said, with bitterness, 
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^' and at all that ricli and fertile land about, all 
pouring in its rents regularly four times a year 
in thousands ; you would not think, I say, that 
I was arrested here this morning for a debt of 
some four hundred pounds, and had not four 
hundred shillings to pay it with." 

" Disgraceful !" muttered Mr. Tremlett. 

"What's disgraceful?" echoed his father, 
who had determined to humiliate him ; " that 
I should not have four hundred shillings? 
Four hundred shillings make twenty pounds, 
and how can you expect a man whose whole 
annual income is only 150/., to have so much, 
in his pocket in the middle of a quarter ? You 
are unreasonable, Francis." There was an 
irony in this — said before the peer — which cut 
the dear fellow like the stroke of a whip, and 
made him flinch again. 

" But the arrest, the arrest ?" impatiently in- 
terposed Lord Eossthorne. " I do not under- 
stand — how — who You are not now — " 

" I will explain all," Sir George interrupted, 
" in good time." 

" I really do not see the necessity of any ex- 
planation," pleaded Mr. Tremlett ; " the thing 
is past and over. It is a very disagreeable 
subject — why not let it drop?" 
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*' Because, sir," rejoined his father, sternly, 
" you have used the word ' disgraceful' in con- 
nexion with my conduct in the affair, before 
one of the oldest friends I have, and so I choose 
to explain." 

" If you like to expose yourself " began 

dearest Francis, getting very hot. 

" Silence, sir !" said Lord Eossthome, in a 
subdued voice, and not a shade of violence in 
the gesture, but still with a tone and manner 
which would have cowed a bolder man than 
Francis Tremlett ; *' your father is speaking to 
me. You were arrested this morning for four 
hundred pounds ?" he continued to Sir Greorge, 
as though there were no such person as his 
second son in existence. 

" There or thereabouts — the amount is no 
matter. It was the residue, my lord, of an old 
loan of 1200/., contracted by me more than 
twenty years ago, for — for a purpose which I 
need not mention. You know what my posi- 
tion was about that time. I was a rich man, 
as it were, yesterday, and a beggar at post- 
time this morning. Well, I borrowed this 
money. Was there anything disgraceful in 
that? Nobody supposed that those cursed 
mines could not have been pumped out dry, 
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and that I should have been a rich man again. 
I might have become a bankrupt, and wiped 
off all my liabilities ; but I did not. I wish 
to God now I had. Is there anything dis- 
graceful in that ? I ran away with an heiress j 
and out of her three hundred thousand pounds, 
they gave me, knowing my tastes and habits — 
the habits and tastes of a gentleman — they 
gave me one hundred and fifty pounds a year. 
That was how they went to work to make old 
Mark Tremlett's daughter and Joshua Trem- 
lett's niece love and honour me as my wife, and 
prepare a happy future for us. You know," ho 
went on, in a lower tone, " what money I have 
had from you. I have borrowed a hundred or 
two from Coleman ; and with this, and what I 
have saved from my income, I have paid off 
upwards of two thousand pounds' worth of 
debts, and have still kept my club, and looked, 
I hope, like a gentleman. I have not spent 
fifty pounds a year upon myself. Is there any- 
thing ' disgraceful' in that?" 

" You owe my mother ninety- three pounds 
seventeen shillings and sixpence, that you have 
borrowed from her from time to time," inter- 
posed Mr. Tremlett, in a sulky tone, determined 
that his father should not have more credit 
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than he could help. " If you mil go into dis- 
agreeable subjects, you must admit you have 
had that to spend too ; besides, all your debts 
were paid for you when you married my 
mother." 

"You are a young man, a very young man, 
Mr. Tremlett," observed the peer, deliberately, 
with a shade — just a shade — of contempt in 
his tone ; but if you should live to be a hun- 
dred, I doubt if you will ever know a man who 
has had all his debts paid for him ; that is to 
say, if the discharge of all, by some other, de- 
pends upon the confession of all by himself." 

" I admit that it requires more moral courage 
than we find in ordinary people, to avoid 
making some small concealments," said dear 
Francis, delighted at the prospect of an argu- 
ment with the peer ; " but two thousand pounds 
-—to say nothing of the ninety-three pounds 
seventeen and sixpence — is a large sum 
and " 

" And what ?" demanded Lord Eossthorne, 
sternly. 

" I insist upon investigating if such a sum 
has been really paid," was the reply. 

" By what right ?" 

The question was an obvious and a simple 
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one ; but this dntifol son found some difficulty 
in answering it. HLs power in his mother's 
house had been gained gradually. The poor 
baronet — ^the nominal possessor of Tremletfc 
Towers, the sham great landlord and influen- 
tial squire — had given way at first to small 
aggressions made by his second son, when 
that philosopher returned from Oxford for his 
first Long Vacation, bursting with the impor- 
tance and wisdom usually imbibed bv Touns: 
gentlemen of his stamp during their firesh- 
man's term. It was then that he first began 
to realize his position as heir, and that of his 
fether as a pensioner on his mother's bounty. 
He was a true Tremletr, was IMaster Francis, 
and added to the commandment, " Honour thy 
father and mother.' the words, "provided 
alwavs that thev are rich, and have something 
to leave vou in their wills.'' The idea of the 
absolute inheritor of fit\een thousand a vear 

m 

being expected to honour a parent whose 
income was only a few pounds better than that 
of the butler, never entered his head. The 
feeling that it would be just, and kind, and 
generous to uphold a gentleman of ancient 
family in such untbrtunate dependency, and, 
by treating him with respect, win for hiwi the 
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respect of others, was not such a one as was 
likely to enter the mind of a Tremlett. 

No ; dearest Francis suddenly discovered 
that his mother's wishes had not been properly 
consulted in the management of affairs, and 
very soon succeeded in convincing her that she 
had been a very ill-used and neglected woman. 
In an evil hour the poor baronet gave way — 
for the sake of peace and quietness, as he said ; 
his dutiful son followed up his advantage 
relentlessly, and that false step of Sir George's 
was never recovered. He struggled hard, but 
it was no use. My lady could not be troubled 
with complaints of dear Francis ; they made 
her quite ill. My lady must really request 
that Sir George would not interfere with what 
dear Francis was doing for the estate — dearest 
Francis was so very clever. Besides, what 
could it signify to Sir George what was done 
to the estate ? Sometimes, when father and 
son came to hard words in her presence, she 
would burst into tears, and declare that they 
were killing her. This generally took place 
when her son was decidedly in the wrong. 
With two to one against him — with active 
invasion of his authority on the one hand, and 
passive resistance against his complaints on 
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the other, what could Sir Geoi^ do — ^himself 
of a weak and temporizing disposition — but 
give in, and be gradually drawn back, and 
back, and back, till he became the miserable 
cipher that we beheld liim on the eve of that 
eventful journey to Parliament-street, via 
Westborough ? 

Such was the process under which Mr. 
Tremlett had elevated himself into the position 
from which he presumed to discredit his 
father's statement that he had paid two thou- 
sand pounds' worth of debts since his mar- 
riage ; but Lord Rossthome's question — short, 
sharp, and to the point — did not admit of an 
answer. 

'• Bv what right, sir." the peer repeated, " do 
A*ou insist upon investiir^^tincr whether such a 
sum h;Ui Kvn really paid ?"' 

Poar Fnuiois. who had £^>t vorv red in the 
tuoo. and looked exoeedinir awkward, stam- 
mored out — 

' Invause ho — Sir George — savs — or rather 
insimiAios. tliat — ^tha: mv mother has not — 

that iho allow the iiioonie. I mean, that 

ho i^Ms is nc^t — ao: onov^h. Tha: — ^in short 
tha: mv :uo:hoT ha;s not been liberal 
him. when " 
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' " The question, then," interrupted the peer, 
sharply, " is one between your parents, accord- 
ing to your own showing." 

" Certainly," replied Mr. Tremlett, thinking 
that his drift was now understood, and that 
he should be allowed to continue the investi- 
gation. 

" Then who made you — their son — a judge 
between them ?" replied Lord Eossthorne, 
severely. " For shame, young man ! If, after 
what has passed, you think proper to remain 
a witness to what your father has yet to ex- 
plain respecting this arrest, I cannot, of course, 
command your absence ; but you will have the 
goodness to remember that the conversation is 
between your father and myself, and I must 
request that it may not again be interrupted.*' 

It would have been well for the dear fellow 
if he had taken the hint and left the room ; 
but, as I have said before, his mental cuticle 
was uncommonly tough. He only thought 
that Lord Eossthorne desired to be alone with 
Sir George, and therefore remained in order to 
annoy him. The annoyance, however, was 
quite the other way, when his father came to 
recount Stephen s share in the transactions of 
the morning. Then he saw the peer's noble 

VOL. III. L 
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countenance light up with pleasure, and heard 
the few eloquent words in which he expressed 
his admiration of our Steevie's act, and the 
way in which he had performed it. This was 
gall and wormwood to Mr. Tremlett, and the 
one contemptuous glance with which the old 
lord regarded him from head to foot, when his 
father told, in a choking voice, how Steevie 
had left them, never to return again, gave his 
half-brother plenty to think of for the rest of 
the day. Assuredly he was paying rather 
dearly for his triumph. But the worst had 
not come yet. 

At dinner the following day, before all the 
com pan)', his father — ^taking a mean advantage 
of the presence of his ally, Lord Eossthome — 
told him — ///;;/, Mr. Tremlett, M.P. in prospect, 
and J. P. in lact, the guide and philosopher, if 
not the friend of all the country side — ^that he 
did not know what he was talking about, and 
had better change the conversation I Here 
was revolution and anarchy with a vengeance. 
True it was that he had introduced the subject 
in question on purpose to annoy the Baronet ; 
but little did he anticipate such a burst of in- 
subordination. 

He began the conversation by delighting the 
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company with an account of certain additions 
lie was about to make to the pleasure-gardens, 
and informed them that he had engaged a new 
gardener — ^highly recommended by the Duke 
of Devonshire — ^to superintend the la3n[ng out 
of the fresh ground. It was delightful to hear 
the dear fellow mouthing out his /'s at his 
father's table, and bragging about what / am 
going to do with this, or that, and how much 
it is to cost me, 

"And this man," he added, alluding to the 
gardener, "I shall lodge in that cottage that 
you remarked the other day, my dear Mrs. 
Corbyle ; do not you remember ? I mean the 
lodge that leads out of the park into the Derby 
road." 

"And what is to become of Bill Grant?" 
asked Sir George, putting down his knife and 
fork in astonishment. 

" Grant has for many years ceased to be of 
any service to me. He must make way for 
others." 

" But what on earth is he to do if he be 
deprived of a home ? His pension is barely 
suflScient to provide him with food, and he 
cannot work !'* expostulated Sir George. 

" He must claim those rights which the laws 

l2 
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of his country aflford to poor people in his 
situation," repKed Mr. Tremlett, in a pompons 

tone. 

"Go to the workhouse, I suppose you 

.^^ 

" Precisely !" 

"He'd starve first !" exclaimed the Baronet, 
excitedly. " He was horn in that lodge, and 
his father was head keeper there before him. 
You cannot mean what you say/* 

" My dear father," simpered his son, " you 
have given me two admirable reasons, not only 
for meaning what I say, hut for carrying out 
strictly what I mean. In the first place, I am 
determined to uproot that absurd idea which 
seems to prevail on the estate, that because I 
may happen to be satisfied with the conduct 
of some person in my employment, I am to be 
saddled with his family. I presume that 
Grant's father was paid his wages regularly 
whilst he was head keeper ; and I know that 
Grant himself has no complaint to make in 
that respect." 

"It is really quite wonderful to see how 
careful dearest Francis is in seeing that all the 
men are paid," commented Lady Tremlett ; and 
all Mr. Tremlett's friends agreed that it was a 
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monstrous thing for families to expect succes*- 
sive employment, or to expect to retain in 
their old age the cottages in which they were 
born. 

"As to this man Grant refusing parochial 
relief/' continued the orator, ". all I can say is, 
that if he does so, he deserves to starve. I have 
no sympathy for that foolish pride in the poor, 
which causes them to regard with aversion the 
assistance provided for them in times of dis- 
tress by the institutions of their country." 

" Nor I either," replied the Honourable and 
Reverend Mrs. Theodosius Corbyle, to whom 
the above observation was made. "As a 
clergyman's wife, I cannot too strongly repro- 
bate such stiff-neckedness. They ought to be 
humble, and contented with their lot," con- 
cluded the lady, piously, sipping her iced 
champagne ; " besides, the workhouses are 
very comfortable." 

" DeUghtful !" echoed Lady Tremlett. " I 
went all over ours the other day — or a year or 
two ago, perhaps it was — and tasted the soup, 
and really it was excellent." 

" Humph !" said her husband ; " how would 
you like to dine off nothing else for a month ?" 

"Nonsense, George! how can you be so 
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ridiculous?" retorted my lady. '*0f course, 
they have other things for dinner besides soup 
— ^roast beef and plum pudding, and that every 
day ; and when Grant goes, I dare say there 
would be no objection to the keeper letting 
him have some game. I don't mean partridges 
and pheasants, you know; only rabbits and 
weasels, and things that are not quite wanted 
in the house/' 

Even Mr. Tremlett could not help smiling at 
his mother's idea of workhouse fare, and, fear- 
ing a reply from Lord Rossthome, was not 
sorry when the subject was changed. Mr. 
Tremlett returned to his improvements. Colonel 
Vincent Champneys told a wonderful story or 
two, and then Professor Spraggle asked if any 
one had heard how the vacant living of Ques- 
terthorpe had been filled up by the Crown. 

"I have heard nothing official,'' replied 
dearest Francis, " but Carlton ChamberlajTie is 
sure to get it I" and this was said with the air 
of a man who speaks from authority. 

" I am sorrv to sav that mv vounsr Mend 
Carlton's chance is an\^hinij but secure," said 
the Professor. *'Just before dressinsr for 
dinner I received a letter from a person usually 
weU informed on these subjects, and he tells 
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me that the preferment is likely to be offered 
to a gentleman of the name of Treheme, whom 
I find by the Clergy List holds a little living 
down in Kent." 

The Francis-ites were shocked; for the 
aforesaid Carlton was of their set. 

*■ Why, it's worth twelve hundred a year !" 
said Mrs. Corbyle. 

" Beside the glebe land," added her husband. 

" And such a charming rectory !" observed 
Lady Tremlett. 

"With so much good society all about," 
added the Professor. 

" Has the late incumbent resigned ?" asked 
Colonel Vincent Champneys. 

" Resigned ? oh dear, no ! Poor old gentle- 
man, he's dead ; he died about a month ago." 

" Having been all but imbecile for the last 
twelve J ears, if I remember aright," interposed 
Lord Bossthome, in his quiet, smiling way. 

" Why, yes," replied Mr. Spraggle ; " he has 
not done duty for many years, but he kept two 
curates, and his nephew officiated occasionally.'* 

" Dear, dear, dear," said Mrs. Corbyle, sor- 
rowfully; "what a shame not to give the 
living to poor Carlton! and he such a good 
young man, with such claims too." 
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" Too bad I too bad !" struck in dearest 
Francis. 

" Scandalous !" exclaimed Eoundleby, who 
had an uncle with a rectory, and was going" 
into the church. 

" Shameful !" echoed Mr. Octavius Flounder, 
because his patron had said it was " too bad." 

" Just shows what you are to expect from 
the present Government," observed Colonel 
Champneys, who liked to be well with tlie 
majority. 

"I knew something of the family once," 
said Lord Kossthorne, after a pause, " but have 
lately lost sight of it ; tell me, please, what 
were Mr. Carlton Chamberlayne's claims ?" 

" My dear lord," replied Mrs. Spraggle, " his 
tmcle was Eector of Questerthorpe for forty- 
three years !" 

" At twelve hundred a year, beside the glebe," 
rejoined the peer, drily ; " but I wanted to know 
young Mr. Chamberlayne's claims." 

" He is a gentleman of family, and an ac- 
complished scholar," replied Mr.Tremlett, in his 
loftiest tone. 

" More so than Mr. Treheme ?" 

" Nobody seems ever to have heard of him^^ 
said Francis, with a sneer. 
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" Or even read of him ?" inquired the peer, 
with a malicious twinkle in his eye. 

Mr. Tremlett's evil star was in the ascendant, 
and he said " No!" whereupon Lord Eossthorne 
counted upon his fingers seven learned and 
standard treatises of which Mr. Treherne — our 
old friend at Kernden — was the author. The 
dead silence which followed was broken by Lady 
Tremlett, who observed that if he could write 
all those books, why did he not mind his busi- 
ness, and write some more ? Why could he 
not leave the Chamberlaynes alone ? But of 
course poor dear Mrs. Chamberlayne would 
continue to live in the rectory ? 

" Oh no," said the clergyman's wife ; " the 
new people will turn her out, and be as dis- 
agreeable as possible besides, I dare say." Mrs. 
Corbyle knew how disagreeable " new people" 
could be, for her husband had brought in a bill 
of two hundred pounds against the widow of 
his predecessor for " dilapidations," because he 
had added a conservatory and a study to the 
rectory -house.* 

" But will she really have to go ?" asked my 
lady, opening wide her pretty blue eyes. 

♦ An addition is a "dilapidation" in the eye of the 
ecclesiastical law. 
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" Certainly ! that is the cruelty of the 
thing," replied dearest Francis ; " when, if the 
Premier had presented her nephew, she could 
have remained in the house which has been 
her home for thirty years." 

" I did not catch how long Bill Grant has 
lived in the east lodge ?" asked Lord Boss- 
thome of Sir George. 

" He was bom there. He's now fifty-five/' 
was the reply. 

" In-deed !" said the peer. 

I do not know what may be the feelings of 
mice when, having entered a trap, they hear 
the click of the spring as the catch closes behind 
them, and they become aware of their unplea- 
sant situation ; but I should imagine them to 
be very similar to those which entered the 
breast of Mr. Francis Tremlett and his friends, 
when that sonorous "in-deed" of Lord Boss- 
thorne was heard. 

There was an awful pause. 

" If— if," stammered Francis, " your lordship 
means to suggest that there is anything in 
common between the case of my former game- 
keeper and — and " 

"I do not remember having drawn any 
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comparison at all," said the peer, very quietly, 
enjoying his discomfiture. 

" But you have insinuated " 

" What ?" 

5> 



" That there is some similarity between — 

" Between what ?" pursued his tormentor. 

" Why, the case of my old keeper and that 
of — I hardly like to couple persons so very 
dissimilar — of Mrs. Chamberlayne." 

" Well, now you remind me of -it," said Lord 
Eossthorne, " I think there is much in com- 
mon between them. Don't you think so, Lady 
Tremlett ?" 

" You are joking !" laughed my lady. 
"Why, Mrs. Chamberlayne is the grand- 
daughter of an earl; and that dreadful old 
paralytic Grant is — is — oh, a very common 



man." 



cc 



Ah ! I see now," said the peer, good- 
humouredly ; " that makes the difference. 
Common people do not mind being turned 
out of the homes in which they were born ; 
and the families of gentlemen — of twelve 
hundred a year, beside the glebe — living in 
beautiful rectories, /lave a claim in respect of 
the services of their relatives. Thank you, my 
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dear Lady Tremlett ; but where do you draw 
the line ? Is there any love for a home that 
is only worth fifty pounds a year?" 

My lady replied that she did not want to 
draw any lines. Anybody could see that it 
was very cruel to turn poor dear Mrs. Cham- 
berlayne out of her nice house. Then her son 
came to her aid, and began to argue that poor 
people had no feelings, or very coarse ones ; 
that Bill Grant^s feelings were as the fustian 
of his jacket, and those of the rector's widow 
as the lace of her wedding veil ; and talked 
such utter, wicked, wanton trash, that his 
father lost patience, and, emboldened by the 
events of the day before, bade him hold his 
tongue or change the conversation. 

Assuredly Mr. Tremlett was getting some- 
what roughly handled all of a sudden, and he 
was not the sort of man to submit to such 
usage without meditating revenge. 

In spite of all Stephen had said respecting 
Colonel Champneys — or rather, I think, becatise 
he had warned his family against him — that 
gentleman remained a welcome guest at the 
Towers. What an agreeable, well-spoken, 
unselfish person he was, to be sure! Mrs. 
Spraggle v/as delighted with him — he spoke 
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SO, respectfully of university Dons and their 
wiyes. Mr. Eoundleby, who in his secret heart 
was inclined to be a fast young man, declared 
some time afterwards, when he had lapsed from 
dear Francisism, that Tremlett's friends were 
all infernal prigs — all but Champneys, who was 
a regular brick; and the Honourable and 
Eeverend Mrs. Corbyle assured her bishop's 
lady that, as a clergyman's wife, she had set 
her face against all officers in the army, be- 
lieving them to be an unregenerate set ; but 
that she had modified her views since becoming 
acquainted with the Colonel. He was so serious 
and thoroughly Christian, was this Colonel 
Vincent Champneys. 

The object of these somewhat contradictory 
encomiums was not less satisfied with his 
admirers than they were with him. He was 
the sort of man who got intimate with you 
very soon. Introduced to you yesterday, as 
it were, you found him calling you by your 
Christian name to-day. Thus Mr. Spraggle 
soon became "my dear Professor;" Mr. 
Eoundleby, " Sam ;" and the two young 
country justices (who were always shooting) 
respectively "Mat." and "Charlie." The 
Colonel very rarely addressed himself to Sir 
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George; in fact, he treated him with scant 
civility. Towards my lady he was attention 
itself; and always spoke to and of her son 
as Mr. Tremlett. Oh, the Colonel knew what 
he was about ! 

Dearest Francis was not slow in making 
his guests aware of the position held by his 
father in Tremlett Towers, and a very few 
hours sufficed to teach the Colonel what was 
expected of one who wished to be well with 
the heir. This alone would have induced 
him to treat the poor Baronet in an off-hand, 
semi-contemptuous manner; but Sir Q-eorge 
had been asking him certain questions, un- 
pleasant to hear and difficult to answer, and 
therefore he determined to put him down. 
This was not so easily done. 

The spell which had given over the once 
gay and proud George Frankland, bound hand 
and foot, to the mercy of his rich wife and 
her methodical son and heir, was one which 
has made slaves of many better men than he, 
and crushed their faces into the dust' before 
meaner scoundrels even than Mr. Francis 
Tremlett. It was that which is woven by the 
demon Debt — a fiend who produces more 
lies, and tricks, and meannesses, I think, than 
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any other devil in or out of the pit. Once let 
his clutch fasten upon you, and good-bye to 
self-respect ; good-bye to peace ; good-bye even 
to exertion; for — unless, perhaps, with the 
very strongest of us — he paralyzes the powers 
which might be used to throw him off. Tor 
years he had sat constantly on Sir George 
Tremlett's heart — he and another enemy to 
peace; but in the relief which the Baronet 
felt, when by Stephen's act he was released 
from the one, he almost forgot the other, 
although Stephen himself had warned him 
that his secret was no longer his own. It 
may be, that when he did remember this, it 
made him restless, and led him to say and do 
things which would have cost him a shudder 
to contemplate a week ago. One of these was 
to investigate the truth of what his eldest 
son had hinted respecting Colonel Vincent 
Champneys. He cross-examined that gentle- 
man so acutely respecting certain statements 
which he had made about himself and his 
services, and pressed him so closely as to his 
right of assuming a military title in England, 
ihat the popular gentleman had no resource 
but to be insolent, and so broke off the con- 
versation. TJpon this the Baronet sought his 
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v/ife in her pretty boudoir, and told her 
Stephen's misgivings and his own more than 
suspicions, that the pretended Colonel was not 
a fit person to associate with them, and readily- 
convinced her that it was so. 

'^ Oh, yes," said my lady, more earnestly 
than was her wont ; " I am sure that he is a 
wicked, bad man, and he ought to go. Why 
don't he go ? Tell him to go, please." 

This resolution having been imparted to her 
son, he also had an interview with my lady, 
the result of which was, that he assured Sir 
George, the next time they met, that it was 
all a mistake; that the Colonel was a most 
exemplary person; and that she had asked 
dearest Francis to request that he would pro- 
long his visit at '' the Towers." 

At this juncture it was only necessarv for 
the Baronet to express a wish, however proper 
or simple, to set ** dearest Friuicis" up in 
opposition to it. The reader is aware that 
the ''dear fellow" Avas not so thoroughly as 
heretofore in his mother's favour, but his 
father was in deeper disgrace. You will have 
noticed that, in aU her complaints against 
Francis for having caused his brother s de- 
jmrture, she never once alluded to her son a 
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conduct towards his father, which had so 
jonsed honest Steevie's indignation. . 

"How dare he go and get arrested?" she 
cried, petulantly. "If he had not got into 
deht, and made those horrid men come after 
him, there would not have been all that fuss, 
and dear Steevie would have remained ; and, oh ! 

what shall I do without him, now that 

Oh, Steevie, Steevie ! come back, come back !" 

Mr. Tremlett was not one to test the ac- 
curacy of his mother's logic. Anything would 
do that brought blame upon the poor baronet ; 
and when his wife's mind was most bitter 
against him, his amiable son told her what 
had passed between Sir George and Lord 
Bossthome, and discussed with her the alleged 
payment of that two thousand pounds, armed 
with the schedule of debts which had been 
paid on the baronet's marriage. A long tell- 
tale list, this. It contained (besides the names 
of bill discounters and monev lenders, and the 
sums due to them) statements from wine mer- 
chants, horse dealers, butchers and bakers, 
confectioners, and other household tradesmen ; 
half a dozen tailors', as many jewellers' and 
bootmakers', a silk mercer or two, a milliner ^^ 
and four dressmakers' bills. 
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" It seems odd," remarked Mr. Tremlett^ 
''that these milliners and dressmakers' bills 
are dated after the death of the late Lady 
Frankland. I suppose they were incurred for 
my brother. There are no items given, but 
is not 293/. 18s. 7d. rather an extravagant 
sum to spend in one year upon the dress of 
a little boy of six ?" 

Lady Tremlett turned deadly pale, and 
trembled as her son spoke. 

" It seenis,'' he continued, '^ as though every 
possible extravagance were included in this 
list. Look over it, my dearest mother, and 
see if you can suggest any liability which my 
father is likely to have had, and which is not 
entered there." 

My lady looked it through, paying especial 
attention to the mysterious milliners and dress- 
makers' accounts, and could not help her son 
to guess at any further debts. 

" And yet he says that he had to borrow 
twelve hundred pounds just before his mar- 
riiige with you," Francis continued, "which 
is not mentioned here ; and that he has paid 
nearly two thousand poimds' worth of debts — 
lie calk them debts — since." 

He placed so much stress upon the wocds 
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in italics, that Ids mother demanded what he 
meant. " What should your father pay people 
money for," she asked, " nnless he owed it ?" 

Mr. Tremlett looked wise, and shook his head. 

"Don't shake yonr head," said she, peevishly 
—my lady had been very peevish lately—" it 
makes me quite nervous to see people- shake 
their heads. Why don't you answer?" 

" My dear mother," replied Francis, " I 
really do not like — ^it is not for me to accuse 
my &ther." 

"Accuse him! Oh, dear! what do you 
accuse him of?" 

*'I? Of nothing. It would be very 
wrong of me to accuse him at aU. I only 
suspect " 

^'What? what?" 

"Dearest mother," he rejoined, imitating, 
as far as he could, Steevie's caressing voice 
and manner, " let us talk of something more 
pleasant." 

"No," said my lady, resolutely, "I will 
have an answer. What do you suspect ?" 

" It isr not right that I should tell you," 
was Hie reply; delivered in a low and solemn 
voice. 

" Tes, but it is ; and you are very wicked 

M 2 
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if you do not tell me this moment," said my 
lady, getting more and more excited. " I 
must and will know." 

" Well, if you must, you must ; but mind, 
I only suspect. My father's debts were all 
paid on his marriage ; he cannot, he does not 
pretend they were not. What has he to show 
for all this money he says he has paid? 
^Nothing. Painful as it is for me to come 
to any conclusion in such a case, I can form 
but one; and that is, that my father has 
some person or persons dependent upon him, 
of whom we know nothing; and that these 
sums, and others which he has borrowed of 
Lord Eossthorne, have gone in supporting 
them in secret." 

Lady Tremlett heaved a deep sigh, arid 
sinking back upon her sofa, did not speak 
again. 



* 



That afternoon, as on the two previous 
ones, the family barouche Was given up to 
the use of the guests. My lady took an 
airing in her pony carriage, and was driven, 
as before, by Colonel Vincent Champneys. 
He was, as I have said, all attention and 
politeness to his hostess ; there was something 
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even chivalrous in his deference towards her ; 
but she trembled and shrank from him when, 
he addressed her, though she could never keep 
her eyes off his face when they were in the 
same company. The expression of her gaze 
was that of some poor bird fascinated by a 
serpent, and being drawn nearer and nearer 
to its doom. 

It was almost dark that evening when they 
entered the park, returning home. Their drive 
had been a long one. 

Just before they drove up to the door. 
Colonel Champneys said, as though remarking 
upon something that his companion had been 
saying, " Your son is right. I have reasons 
to know that his suspicions are well founded. 
Ehoda," he added, almost sternly, looking 
her ftdl in the face with his cold, glittering 
grey eyes, "have I not told you that this is 
not your destiny ? You are made to be loved, 
to love, and be happy. You are not happy 
here, Ehoda. Your destiny is elsewhere, and 
with another." 

My lady hung down her head, and was 
, silent. This took place on the day but one 
before Stephen fled from Kernden Eectory, 
^s narrated in the last chapter. Ah, Steevie, 
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old friend! if you had known then — even 
then, in the hour of yonr deepest agony — 
the retribution which hung over the heads of 
those who had driven you from your home, 
you would have forgiven all, and hurried to 
their aid. But so it was not to be. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

THE HARDEST KNOT OF ALL. 

Lord Eossthorne was from home when Ste- 
phen arrived at the castle, but was expected 
to return in the course of the day. He had 
left early in the morning by rail, without 

luggage, and had taken a ticket for B , 

which was the nearest station on the main 
line, the railroad which passed close to Eoss- 
thorne beiug merely a "feeder." Whether 
their master had booked again at the junction, 
and, if so, whither he had gone, none of the 
servants coidd tell ; but he had ordered dinner 
for two, and a bed to be prepared for a gen- 
tleman who was to accompany him home. He 
had received a telegraphic despatch about half 
an hour before he left. 

Stephen had been expected, as we know, for 
some time ; and even if he had not, his arrival 
would have caused no apparent commotion in 
that well-managed household. My lord's " own 
man'' conducted him to the rooms he was to 
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occupy, and respectfully inquired for his lug- 
gage. Had Captain Frankland left it at the 
station ? If so, would he please to give him 
(the valet) the tickets, and it should be sent 
for. Stephen stammered out something about 
not having come to make any stay — ^merely 
wishing to speak to Lord Eossthome for a few 
minutes — ^no ; he had not any luggage to be 
sent for. The man begged to be excused if 
he presumed — ^he was sure he did not mean 
any disrespect ; but had anything happened ? 
— ^was Captain Frankland ill ? — ^would he take 
anything? Stephen assured him that there 
was nothing amiss; he was quite well — ^he 
was much obliged, but would take nothing; 
only The well-meaning servant under- 
stood what was required of him, and left the 
room. 

" I never saw a gentleman so changed !" he 
exclaimed, when he reached the housekeeper's 
room; "he looks as though he had seen a 
ghost — all haggard and scared, you know.'' 

Stephen sat, just where the valet had left 
him, for some hours, before his mind had be- 
come sufficiently calm to allow him to think 
why he had come there, and what good end 
was to be answered by remaining. He had 
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been thoroughly stunned by the awful disclo- 
sure contained in sister Mary's letter, and 
hitherto had been staggering about vaguely, 
following consistently but one idea — ^that of 
seeking Lord Eossthorne. Have you never, 
in the midst of some unexpected paroxysm of 
mental or bodily pain, felt irresistibly impelled 
to fly to some person or to some place with 
whom and where to endure it ? and until that 
person or that place is gained, have you not 
almost forgotten your agony in the anxiety to 
reach the goal towards which you yearn so 
strongly, and, it may be, without avail? I 
hope not ; for it is only great gaping heart- 
wounds which create these phantasies — 
wounds, the scars of which the best and hap- 
piest after-life cannot efface, and which ache at 
times till the crack of doom, live how long we 
may. 

From the first Stephen had felt assured that 
sister Mary knew more than she would own. 
Why else had she refused to refer him to any 
member of her family for information as to so 
(apparently) simple a fact as the whereabouts 
of an old house in which her sister had once 
lived ? The motive for secrecy was clear now. 
In that house a child had been born, and con- 
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fided to that sister's care. There, also, another 
sister had hidden the proof of that child's legi- 
timacy; and, having acted as confidante be* 
tween its mother and her unworthy husband^ 
had, at his instigation, falsely pretended that 
it was dead, till, conscience-stricken, she con- 
fessed the truth. She knew full well who wns 
the father of that child. She could guess too 
truly who was the murderer of Brandron. So 
mused Stephen Frankland. 

We shudder, and our blood curdles, when 
we read of brave men's bodies being mangled 
by cannon-shot, or torn and crushed by great 
accidents ; and the most callous of us are glad 
to throw a covering over the poor bleeding 
relics, and hide them decently from sight. Let 
us not pry into the soul of a man smitten so 
heavily as was poor Steevie. "When I try to 
realize what must have been his thoughts on 
this dreadful day, I thank the heavenly mercy 
which made him a very child before his God, 
as are always the best of those who are, as he 
was, men of men amongst their fellows in this 
world. Had it been otherwise, Stephen Frank- 
land would have fallen by his own hand. 

It was growing dusk before he roused him- 
fielf from the stupor into which he had fallen. 
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and leaned from the open window, wondering 
when Lord Eossthome would come. His room 
overlooked a road — not the principal one — 
which led up to the castle from the village ; 
and as he mused, he saw three figures strike 
into this from a bypath which led from a 
neighbouring plantation. He did not notice 
the first nor the second, but a chill ran through 
his veins when he saw that the third was In- 
spector Lagger, and remembered what he had 
SM.d when they had met at the station a few 
hours ago. The detective had declared that 
he should arrest the murderer of Brandron that 
night, " I have him as safe this moment as 
thou^ he were lodged in Maidstone Jail!'* 
Those were his words. What, then, could he 
be doing under the walls of Eossthorne Castle ? 
Whilst Stephen yet wondered, the sound of a 
carriage approaching fell on his ear. Another 
moment and it was close at hand. He heard 
Lord Eossthorne's voice calling to the coach- 
man to stop at a side door, which was used 
as an entrance in wet weather. The carriage 
drew up almost directly under the window, and 
the first person who descended from it was Sir 
Greorge Tremlett ! 

A second glance showed Stephen that JLagger 
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was approaching the house. He walked first 
of the three now, and to his amaze, Stephen 
recognised in the second man, who slouched 
along by his side, the long-missing Jim Eiley. 
The third, who was a much younger person 
than either of his companions, carried a large 
book under his arm. 

Stephen sprang from his room to a corridor 
outside, which overlooked the entrance-hall, 
and watched. He saw his father enter with 
the peer. He saw the butler advance and 
speak to the latter. He knew well what was 
said from the effect produced upon the hearers. 
The poor baronet turned pale as ashes, and 
made as though he would return to the carriage. 
Lord Eossthome was no less surprised. 

" Captain Frankland !" he exclaimed, " when 
did he come ? where is he ? Here, show Sir 
George to his room,'' he continued, hurriedly, 
not waiting for a reply. " Where is Captain 
Frankland ?" 

" In the blue room, my lord." 

" Better not see him now, George," he said, 
in a low voice, to the baronet, who stood trem- 
bling by his side. " Go to your room. Leave 
it to me to break the news, poor fellow. I will 
join you again presently." 
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Stephen did not hear these last words. He 
had returned to his room as Sir George was 
about to follow the servant up-stairs, and he 
was hardly seated again when Lord Eossthome 
entered. 

"Steevie," he said, holding out his hand, 
" this is a surprise. I wish I could say that it 
is a pleasant one." 

Stephen rose from his seat, and flushed 
crimson. 

" Oh, don't misunderstand me, my dear boy," 
resumed the peer ; " you are as welcome as 
ever, but — ^your father is here." 

" I saw him enter with you just now." 

There was that in his tone and manner 
which startled his host. 

"Good heavens !" he said, in an agitated voice; 
" is it possible that you already know " 

" God help me !" sighed Steevie. " I know 
too much. But to what do you allude?" 

Lord Eossthome took his hand, and wrung 
it in silence. 

" It's a bad, bad business," he said, after a 
long and painful pause, " but you must bear it 
like a man, Steevie. Eemember, you are not 
the principal sufferer." 

" Is all discovered ?'* 
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"All! But how on earth has the news 
reached you ? I only received it hy tel^raph 
this morning." 

"Prom whom?" 

" Prom himself. I have been over to the 
Towers to-day. Of course, after what has hap- 
pened, he could not stay there another hour, 
so I brought him here. It is safest and best 
for him to remain here till it has blown over a 
little.^ 

" Blown over ?' 

" Of course. This sort of scandal makes a 
great noise at first, but something else turns 
up to distract public attention, and then it is 
forgotten. We must get him abroad as soon 
as possible, and leave the rest for the lawyers 
to settle." 

"My lord! my lord!" exclaimed Stephen, 
" there is no such chance for him. Why — why 
did you bring him here into the very jaws of 
death ? There is not a moment to be lost. He 
must escape at once. They are only three 
now ; more may arrive at any moment. Let 
me go to him ;" and, wild and breathless with 
excitement, Stephen sprang towards the door, 
but the peer threw himself in the way. 

" Are you mad ?" 
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"No, but I shall be if you stop me. I teE 
you I saw the detective Lagger and two otiueis 
under that window just as you came in. Let 
me pass. I know him to be a man who will 
do his duty wdthout fear and without favour. 
He may have arrested my father whilst we ar6 
talking here. Pray — ^pray let me pass !" 

" Nonsense, Steevie ; you are excited, natu- 
rally enough. You know not what you are 
saying, my dear fellow. Sit down.'' 

"Lord Eossthorne," said Stephen, firmly, 
but through quivering lips, " you are about the 
last man in the world against whom I would 
raise my hand, but I wiU leave this room — I 
will sswre my father/' 

The brows of the peer darkened. A threat 
of personal violence was more than he could 
standi even from the man whom he wished to 
adopt as a son. 

" If I had known you less well than I do. Gap- 
tain Frankland," he replied, haughtily, "Imight 
be able to account for this extraordinary con- 
duct ; as it is, I cannot. You speak of escaping 
* detectives' and 'arrest.' You are labouring 
undsr some extraordinary delusion. Nothing 
that has passed would justify any one in arrest^ 
ing your father. How on earth should it ? If 
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you think it kind, or even reasonable, to with- 
draw him in his affliction from beneath the 

roof of his oldest friend, pray do so ; only 

Steevie, what is the matter ? Are yon ill ? Lean 
on me, my boy; you are faint," he said, as 
Stephen staggered from him. 

" No, no. I — ^I am better now," he replied, 
sinking into a chair. " Forgive me for what 
I said then ; and tell me — as quickly as — you 
can — please, what — what has happened at 

ho at the Towers." He spoke with his hand 

pressed upon his heart, and in gasps. 

" I thought you knew." 

"No. I was thinking of something else. 
Never mind what I said, and tell me all — <z//." 

" You remember that person who called him- 
self Colonel Vincent Champneys ?" 

" I do. And I know now — I have conclu- 
sive evidence that he is the scoundrel that I 
took him for. I sent it to my father the day 
before yesterday. I only got it then." 

" It came too late. He has since added yet 
another act of villany to his list." 

" What has he done ? Go on, pray go on." 

" Steevie, with all her faults, you loved your 
stepmother ?" 

" I did— I do ; but what of her ?" 
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" She has left her home — eloped/' 

" Impossible !" 

"It is too true." 

"But not with Champneys ?" cried Stephen. 
" No, no, my lord, not with Idmy 

The old peer made no reply ; but Steevie 
saw, from the expression of his countenance, 
that his worst fears were realized. 

By this time the gloaming had darkened 
into night, and there was no light in the room. 
Neither of its occupants cared to call for one, 
as they both felt they had that to say which is 
best said if accompanying emotions could be 
veiled. Stephen rose, and turned aside to the 
window, where he stood speechless, gazing 
sternly out into the darkness. Suddenly he 
returned to where Lord Eossthorne sat, and 
demanded, 

" We must save her. When did they go ? 
Where have they gone ? Is it possible to over- 
take — ^to save her ?" 

Lord Eossthorne shook his head. 

" She left her home on Tuesday night," he re- 
plied. "This is Friday. Theyhave gone abroad." 

" How do you know ?" 

"Your poor father received a letter from 
that — " something rose in the peer's throat, and 
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prevented ^i^n £pam getting out the word — 
" that villain, this very morning, stating where 
he will be found '' 

Stephen started np with a gesture of impa* 
tience and surprise. 

" — ^This day month," resumed the speaker. 
'' My dear Steevie, the scoundrel has us com- 
pletely in his power. He offers to give Sir 
Greorge the satis&ction of a gentleman — ^mark 
his words ! he give the satisfiskction of a geaitle* 
man ! — at St. Malo, a month hence. Do you 
think he will take his poor victim there ? Not 
he. In the meantime, he says, he will give 
your father any assistance in his power in 
taking the necessary steps to obtain a divorce." 

" A divorce ?" 

" The very thing he desires himself. Lady 
Tremlett's fortune is her own for life ; a good 
deal of it her own absolutely. Of course it 
was for her money that he has committed this 
act of treachery. It will be all his when he 
marries her. Ah, Steevie ! if her fate, and 
your poor father's sufferings for the last four 
years, could be made known to the world, what 
a lesson they would furnish to those who think 
that a wife's happiness is to be established by 
making her husband a dependent upon her and 



A TANGLHID SKE1N« 179 

her children ! But it is no use moraKzing bow/^ 
he added, witli a sigli. " WiU yon come and 
see yonr father?" And the peer xose to leave 
ibe room. 

Stephen canght him by the arm, and de- 
iBdaedhim. 

"Pray do not leave me,*' he said. " I have 
something to tell you that must be said, and 
there is little time to say it. This last blow 
for a moment diverted my thoughts, and — ^and 
I feel fio confased and — ^lost, as it were," he 
mtrrmnred, pressing a hand to his throbbing 
brow, "that I fear I can hardly express myself. 
You must pardon it if I speak vaguely — bear 
with me, even if your reason seems to revolt 
from what I say; for as there is a Heaven 
above us both this night, Lord Eossthome, I 
am in sad and fearful earnest." 

" My poor boy ! my dear fellow ! you are ill. 
Tim bad news has upset you," he said, in a 
fatherly, anxious tone, drawing his chair nearer 
to where Steevie sat. " Do not dwell upon it 
"Letme Ting for lights, and 

** No, no ! not yet I am not ill, and you 
mtiBt hear me. Before you told me this bad 
Bews, I said that mj Mhex ^as in deadly 
here ; that the officer who has come t» 
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arrest him is at the gate, if not inside it. He 
must escape, and at once ; for God's sake ! help 
me to contrive the means !" 

" Escape from what ?" exclaimed the wonder- 
ing peer. 

" From a felon's death," cried Stephen, in a 
voice of anguish. " Oh, my lord ! his life is in 
your hands ; be generous, and help me to save 
it. 

" Are you mad, Steevie ?" 

" No ; but I shall be soon, if you treat me 
thus. Why, why will you waste these precious 
moments ? why will you not believe ?" - 

" Believe whaty in Heaven's name ?" 

" Listen," said Stephen, calming himself with 
effort. " When I returned from India, I was 
accompanied by a gentleman named Bran- 
dron." 

" I know, I know," interrupted Lord Eoss- 
thorne, somewhat impatiently ; " he was killed 
at Westborough. You were very kind to him. 
I heard all about it." 

" He came to Westborough," Stephen con- 
tinued, not heeding the interruption, " to meet 
a person whose interest it was to conceal the 
birth and parentage of a certain child. Bran- 
dron was determined that this child should 
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have its rights ; and to prevent the exposure 
he threatened — ^that person murdered him." 

" Vague surmise — guess-work. Any other 
romantic story would fit the facts as well," ob- 
served the peer, in a low voice ; " but what can 
this possibly have to do with your father ?" 

" My lord, it was he who went with Bran- 
dron into Westborough Wood. It was he — 
God help him ! — ^who was the murderer !" 

" No ! no ! NO !" thundered the peer, start- 
ing from his seat. " Ten thousand times no, 
^ Stephen Frankland. How can you, how dare 
you, bring such an accusation ? Tour father 
was not there at all." 

"I saw him." 
^ "At Westborough ?" 

" Within a quarter of a mile of the village." 

" You surprise me. But what if he were ? 
There were others — ^I mean, there must have 
J been dozens of strangers in and about West- 
borough on that day, as on any other." 

"Hear me out," said Stephen. "Shortly 

before his death, Brandron implored me to see 

/ justice done to the child, and told me that I 

should find proofs of her birth secreted in a 

certain room in Mangerton Chase. I did not 

► know then, nor for some time afterwards, that 
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this was tlie ancient name of my &thw^fi 
house." 

" But — ^but of conrse you found iiiat this 
was a delusion — a dying man's phantasy/' siad 
Lord Eossthorne, in an agitated voice. " Yxm. 
did not discoTOr the papers ?" 

" I did. I found them all just as they had 
been hidden. 

" When — when ? 

" On the night of the 5th of September, 

" Good Ood !" 

" Ton know what happened on the following 
morning. I told my father, in leaving him ior ' 
ever, that I knew his secret." 

" But he contradicted the — ^he explained — " 

" Nothing. He merely implored me nx)t to 
betray him." 

" Impossible ! Do you mean to tell me he 
did not deny, indignantly deny, such an accu- 
sation ?" 

" I made no accusation," replied Stephen; 
sadly. " Alas ! his conscience supplied one. 
As I have already said, he merely implored me 
not to betray him." 

" And yet you have done so ?" 

" Lord Eossthorne !" 

^' Oh, pardon me, Steevie. I am. so agi^ateil 
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— SO confosed by what you say, that — ^that — 
But if his secret rests with you, how can he be 
ia danger now ?" 

" Unfortunately the papers discovered at 
Mangerton Chase fell into — ^it would take too 
long to explain how — into the hands of the de- 
tective who is below. He was at the inquest 
on poor Brandron. He has been on the search 
for a clue to hi& murderer ever since, and now 
he has him ahnost within his grasp." 

" But I cannot understand — I do not see 

3>id you read the papers found in Mangerton 
Chase?" 

" I did — all of them,, carefully." 

" And yet you suspect Sir George Tremlett 
of being the murderer of John Brandron ?" 

" Too surely. Because he is the fiather of 
the child in whose cause poor Brandron died." 

"jffi?.' Oh, Stephen, think — think again. 
You are excited now, and — and may be speak- 
ing at random. How could those papers prove 
that ?" 

" I have pondered painfully over all I am 
saying to you, Lord Eossthoma," replied 
Stephen, sadly. "You may be STire that I 
should not readily come to a conclusion that 
c ondemns my own parent of a fearfiil crime." 
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" I am sure of that ; but to me it seems so 
monstrous, so wild, and But go on." 

" From the papers, I found that the child, 
when an infant, had been confided to the 
charge of one Lucy Alston. There are three 
Alstons, sisters, who are mixed up in this case 
— Susan, Lucy, and Mary. Susan was the 
servant and confidante of the child's mother. 
It was she who hid the papers in Mangerton 
Chase. These prove that the child was con- 
fided to Lucy. Susan and Lucy are dead ; but 
Mary lives, till lately a recluse in a convent 
at Hull — a stem, unfeeling woman, not likely 
to be deceived or to deceive ; and from her — 
oh ! Lord Eossthorne, pity me, for now I come 
to my crowning misery — from her I learn 
that But I will tell you all. 

" You remember the conversation we had in 
your room at The Towers respecting — respect- 
ing my — my marrying ?" 

" I do, well." 

" You asked me if I loved Grrace Lee, and I 
told you that I did, but there were reasons why 
I could never marry her." 

" Had you then those suspicions of your 
father ?" 

" I had." 
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" Ah ! I see ; go on." 

" In a moment of happiness — oh ! such deep, 
unalloyed happiness !" continued poor Steevie, 
" I forgot the full misery of my position. I 
-toM her that I loved her; I asked her to be 
my wife. I found that she, pure angel that 
she is ! loved me." 

" Oh ! Steevie," cried the peer, in an excited 
but joyful tone, " this makes up for all. 1 am 
so glad. My dear, dear boy, I wish you hap- 
piness with all my heart. And you wiU be 
happy ; you will be happy, Steevie, in spite 
of all, with such a wife." 

" Oh, forbear, my lord, forbear !" cried 
Stephen, to whose heart every well-meant word 
went like a stab. " You know not what you 
say. Grace Lee, who, but for God's mercy, 
I might have made my wife, is my fathers 
child." 

Lord Eossthorne uttered an inarticulate cry 
of surprise and pain. 

" Now do you see," Stephen continued, *' how 
fearfully strong a chain of evidence can be, per- 
haps already is, forged against my wretched 
father. Between the death of my dear mother 
and his second public marriage he contracted 
a private one; and his wife having died, he 
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sought to conceal the existence of a child which 
might have proved an impediment. He got 
Sarah Alston to pretend that the child was 
dead ; he deceived Brandron, who was a Mend 
of its mother, and procured him an appoint- 
ment in India. But what is the use of my 
going through link after link, when I tell yon 
that he has confessed his guilt ?" 

" No, no 'r not confessed it — ^impossible !" 

" Not in words, but in acts.. My lord ! my 
lord ! there are dozens and dozens of fads,, all 
pointing to him as having killed poor Brandron- 
It may have been in a strug^ ; I think — ^I 
hope it was without premeditation ; but that 
he struck the death-blow is, I say it to my 
grief, as certain as ^" 

" That Grace Lee is his child?" 
^ Stephen bowed his head in sorrowfiil as- 
sent. 

Lord Eossthome rose, and paced two or three 
times up and down the dark chamber. Then 
he paused where Stephen sat, and, laying his 
hand on his shoulder, said, in a voice half- 
choked with emotion : 

" Do you love her ?" 

" Love her ! when " 

'' Tush ! I know what you mean. I will 
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put my question differently. Did you love her 
yesterday ?■' 

" With all my soul." 

"When you found that she returned your 
love, did you resolve to deserve it all your life ? 
The first love of a girl like Grace Lee is a holy, 
solemn trust for a man to recM.ve, Stephen 
Frankland." 

*' It is indeed/' 

" There are few of us who can look back into 
our lives, and say that we deserve it." 
Very few; not I, for one." 
Honest as ever. Did you resolve to gi^^ 
her all your heart in return, and to keep it 
always hers? Did you resolve to make her 
happiness the first object of your life, to shield 
her firom all sorrow—in a word, to do your 
utmost duty as a. Christian gentleman tow^irdB 
her?" 

" I did^ I did,, my lord ;" and iJie tears which 
he could not restrain poured down his worn 
cheeks.. 

" But this was yesterday !" There was a 
strange gleam in Locd Bossthome'a eyes as he 
spoke, and the tone of his voice madie it almost 
seem as thou^ he were mocking Stephen's 
grief. He took one oth^r rapid turn up and 
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down the room, and was just on the point of 
speaking again, when a violent altercation was 
heard in the corridor outside; and hefore he 
could reach the door to see what was the matter, 
it was violently thrown open, and a glare of 
light poured into the room, and, for the moment, 
blinded its occupants. 

When their eyes became accustomed to it, 
they saw Mr. Lagger in the act of locking the 
door on the inside. He had put down his 
lamp on the table. 

" Ton know what business has brought me 
here. Captain," he said, in a firm but respectful 
voice. " I depended upon the county po-lice ; 
but, as usual, they have made fools of them- 
selves and me. I'm not a-going, though, to 
let night come on without doing what I've got 
to do. I'm sorry for you. Captain, very sorry ; 
but dooty's dooty, and must be done; so I 
call on you in the Queen's name to aid and 
assist me." 

" And I decline to do so," said Stephen, con- 
fronting him. 

" Captain, you don't know the law. If you 
assist in the escape of a murderer, you make 
yourself an accessory after the fact to the 
murder, and so I tell you." 
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'' No matter, I refuse. Man, how can you 
call upon me — me — ^to assist in the apprehen- 
sion of my — ^my ^I refuse ; there !" 

" Then I shall do my dooty single-handed," 
said Lagger, drawing a revolver from his 
pocket ; " and take care what you are about. 
It's best to take these things quietly. People 
don't get no sort of good by resisting. Ha ! at 
last !" he said, as the sound of horses' hoofs 
rang in the road below. " That's the patrol ; 
and pretty fellows they are to put on the out- 
side of a horse ! Why, I'd have come in less 
time on my hands and knees. Now," he added, 
advancing to Lord Kossthome, and laying his 
hand on his shoulder, " you see that resistance 
is useless. You are my prisoner.^' 

"Lagger," cried Stephen, in amaze, "you 

are wrong; that is not my ^that is Lord 

Eossthome." 

" I know it ; and he is my prisoner." 

"Stand off, fellow!" exclaimed the peer; 
" how dare you lay your hand on me ?" 

" By virtue of a warrant issued yesterday 
by Mr. Turner and Sir Joseph Sykes, justices 
of the county of Kent." 

"And what, in the name of fortime, 
do they charge against me?" asked the 
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peer, BmiliBg in spite of his annoyance at 
this scene. 

" You are chained with the wilful murder 
of John Everett Brandron, in Westborongh 
Wood, on the twenty-ninth of July last. Now, 
you're not obliged to jnake any reply, but I 
caution you that if you do say anything, I 
shall take it down, and it may be used in evi- 
dence against you/' 

Before the peer and Stephen could recover 
from the astonishment caused by these words of 
the detective, the tramp of men was heard in 
the passage, Lagger threw open the door, and 
half a dozen armed police marched into the 
room, followed by Sir Greorge Frankland. 
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CHAPTEE Vin. 

D I B E K T A N G X E M E N Ti 

"What on earth is the meaning of this?" 
cried the baronet. " What are ihese men 
doing here?' 

" They have arrested me for mnrder," replied 
Lord Eossthome, in a hollow voice. He was 
deadly :pale, dmost Hvid, aiid huge drops of 
perspiration stood on his brow. 

Murder ? Absurd ! Whose murder ?" 
1 am charged with having killed John 
Brandron, at Westborough, on the twenty- 
ninth ctf July last." 

" There must be some horrible mistake," 
said the baronet, getting very pale in his turn, 
and trembHng violently as he spoke. " Why, 
he was not there at all." 

" How do you know ?" demanded Lagger, 
turning sharp Tound xrpon Mm. 

'' Because I was there myself," replied Sir 
George, " xm the very day." 
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" Ah !" observed the detective, in his reflec- 
tive maimer, "you was the other. I know 
now. You was the one as went to old Mrs, 
Eiley's cottage, and wanted to know " 

" Hush-h !" 

" Well, that ain't no business of mine. 
You re sure you did not see his lordship there 
— ^about Westborough, I mean — ^that day ?" 

" No. I could take my oath he was not 
there that day." 

" There ! you hear," said Stephen. "This 
is some folly, or worse — a conspiracy to extort 
money." 

Lagger cast a reproachful eye at the speaker. 

" Whatever it is," he said, firmly, " it's no 
manner of use talking to me about it here. 
You must talk to Mr. Turner and Sir Joseph 
Sykes, in Poundbridge Town Hall, where Pm 
bound to take his lordship as speedily as 
possible." 

" The man is quite right, George," said the 
peer; "his warrant is regular, and must be 
obeyed. Do you propose [this to Lagger] 
taking me hence to-night ?" 

" Why, if so be as certain persons had come 
when they ought to have come," replied the 
detective, scraping his chin with his fist, and 
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eyeing the county police in a not over-flatter- 
ing, manner, " we could have caught the mail 
train, got safe to London, and gone on the 
first thing in the momin' ; but as they've bin 
to sleep, and let the time slip by, it's impos- 
sible. You can stop here to-night, my lord ; 
only you'll ex-cuse my stopping outside your 
door, and allow these officers to remain in the 
house." 

*' Certainly. The inconvenience will only 
be a temporary one." 

'* Of course. These sort of things always 
are,'- replied Lagger, drily. 

" For the present," continued the peer, " I 
suppose I may be left in peace with these 
gentlemen [indicating Steevie and his father] ; 
I have much to say to them." 

"Say what you please," replied Lagger; 
" only remember you are not obliged to say 
anything^ and — " 

" I know ; I know. Leave us now. You 
need not look at the window ; it is at least 
forty feet from the ground, and I am not a 
squirrel." 

The officers then withdrew, and for some 
moments there was a painfiil silence. It was 
broken at last by Lord Eossthorne, who said,^— 

VOL. III. o 



194 A TANGLED SKSIN. 

" Sir George Tremlett, will you 
one or two questions as a man of hQi»raar/m 
•flie presence of your son, before I ask yon to 
hear what I have got to say in answer to this 
incredible charge?" 

" That I wiU." 

"What do you know about the murder of 
John Brandron ?" 

" As little as from the bottom of my beait 
I believe you do." 

" Thanks, old friend !" said thepe», vnanxJQf 
pressing his hand — '' thanks ! Tou have^ said 
that you were at Westborough on that^ fiitaL 
day. Did you go there to see him ?" 

"No." 

" Did you see him when you were there ?" 

" As I never knew him, I cannot say whe- 
ther I did or not." 

" Were you aware that certain papers bear- 
ing upon business of his were hidden in your 
house — ^I mean Mangerton Chase that was ?" 

" Not I ! Who says they were ?" 

" One more, and I have done," coiukinued 
Lord itossthorne, not heeding the questioit. 
" Think well now before you answer. Have 
you ever, in joke or earnest, or speaking am- 
biguously^ given any one to understand^ or 
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fiaid what m^it kadi any ooie ta fmpposey that 
joa had aei or part is Brasidrait's de^h ?"' 

** My Gtid! no. How could I? Does any 
one presume to think that I — '' 

Stephen sprang forward with gMtterix^ eyes, 
and half eholdng witib the emotion which he 
had with difficulty 8Kqi{»ressed during the above 
colloquy ; but Lord Bossthome spoke, — 

*^u»h-h {— :hush, my bey T* he whispered 
in hi. ear; « enough has been said-liuBli I" 

**Noy not eiMyc^ yetf" replied honest 
^eevie. ^'IlmvedcKiemyfatheraHtterwrongy 
and win atcme fiR^ it. Father, can you forgive 
n^P Since the mghfc of the third of Sep- 
teni)er I have looked upon you a» Brandron^s 



n 



^Ib Heaves immet why?'^ demanded ^e 
barcHiet, aghast. 

Then his son made a clean breast of it> and 
tcdd him all — al that we know so well had 
been tormenting him, from his first suspicions 
to what he had cosisidezed the crowning proofs 
of his &ther's guSk^ namely, his entreaty not 
to be betrayed when he (Steetie) had said he 
knew why he (hi fether) had gone to West- 
hmough, and the statentent of Mary Alston 
req^ecting €hraee. This toM, he ^ided with a 

o 2 
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passionate and almost childish appeal — he, the 
strong, battle*bronzed hero — ^for that forgive- 
ness which the poor baronet was only too ready- 
to accord. 

" The secret of iny journey to Westborongh, 
which I fancied you had penetrated when I 
spoke those unlucky words," he said, " needs 
no longer, be concealed. I have truly loved 
but one woman all my life, Steevie, and that 
woman was your dear mother. But I wae a 
vain fool in my yoimger days, fond of conquest 
and intrigue; and a few years after your birth 
I got entangled in a disreputable connection 
with a person long since dead, the result of 
which was the birth of a child — a girl, whom 
I placed under the care of a woman who had 
been a servant of my friend Lord Penruthyn, 
who once rented Mangerton Chase. Her name 
was Eiley." 

" Then she was Mrs. Eiley, of Westbo- 
rough ?" 

" She was. For years we had no commu- 
nication beyond my sending her the quarterly 
payment which I was able to make for the 
support of the child. At last I received, a 
poorill-Avritten letter from her, saymg that 
she was dying, and calling upon me to come 
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and take away the child, then grown into a 
young woman, but, poor creature, an idiot from 
her birth." 

Oh, how Stephen's heart leaped ! 

"I went," continued Sir George, "but 
arrived too late. The poor woman was dead ; 
and her son, for some reason which I cannot 
fathom, had removed the child ; to this mo- 
ment I know not whither. I wish to Heaven 
I did." 

" May I ask you one question ?" said Steevie- 

" Twenty, if you like." 

" Under what name did the mother of this 
child know you ?" 

*' Under my own. That was the reason why 
I was so anxious to conceal the existence of 
the child, when I was in the power of Mr. 
Tremlett, the guardian of the lady who was 
once my own wife. Lord Eossthome has told 
you of this last blow, Steevie." 

" He has." 

"Well, it is all over now," said the poor 
baronet, with a sigh ; " and there is no reason 
why the truth should not be known." 

" In our own trouble we must not forget to 
sympathize in the happiness of others," said 
Lord Eossthome. " Steevie, you have a con- 
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fession to make to your fiither. Speak out, 
man. Do joa not see that this eaoty or lie^ 
of Mary Alston's is blown to the winds, taoA 
that the Qraoe Lee of yesterday isay be the 
Grace of many a happy year to ccmie? Why 
do yon sit thus aghast? Must I speak finr 
yon?" 

Stephen tried to ezphdii, bnt was too 
agitated to make himself nnderrtood. Poor 
fellow ! he had borne np bravely against hia ' 
misfortunes ; but the delight' of finding his 
father innocent of that fearful crime, and of 
knowing that Grace might yet be his own,, 
was too much for him, and he fiurly ga^e way. 
So Lord Bossthome continued the story, and 
made dear to Sir George what the reader 
already knows. Then taking up what remained 
of the Tangled Skeivy he imrayelled it at a 
touch. 

" The accusation made against me just now," 
he said, " necessitates the disclosure of a secret 
which I thought — ^which I hoped — ^would de- 
scend with me into the grave. A secret," he 
added, bitterly, " which will be public property 
before to-morrow night, bawled out, I dare say, 
at the comer of every street, and hawked in 
every penny newsp{q>er« I am diarged with 
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the murder of Jokn Brandron. No, do not 
interrupt me, please. Let nue tell my story in 
my own way, and liear me patiently. I do 
iK)t know what evidence may be brought against 
me upon this charge, but what I am about to 
tell you is tiie truth — the plain, oruel truth — 
so help me Grod ! 

"When your father first knew me, Steevie, 
I was a proud and happy man. I do not know 
that I could have wished for anything beyond 
that which I enjoyed. I was rich — ^I had good 
health a>nd a happy home. I was ambitious ; 
and such was the state of political parties thesi 
that I had only to hold out my liaad for the 
highest offices in tl^ State to fall into my 
grasp, I was proud of my name and ancient 
family ; and saw around me five stalwart sons, 
destined, as I hoped, to perpetuate the one and 
add fresh lustre to the other. What more 
could a man desire ? I possessed everything 
wl plenty that a man could ask ; and how did 
I use all these good gifts and blessings? As a 
trust confided to me by the Giver of all? No I 
I made tiiem into a throne which I usurped 
over my less fortunate fellow-men^ and, in the 
{dentitude of my power and self-ccmceit, scorned 
them as though they belonged to a different 
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race — ^as though they were beasts of burd^oi, 
slaves, to work my bidding, or foils, to proves 
by their misery and disgrace, how great and 
good a man was I. Pride was my besettiiig 
sin — ^pride of race; and its punishment haof 
been that I am now alone in the world, the 
last of my name. In those days I lived some 
part of the year in London ; and what was it 
to me that thousands of miserable wretcheis 
were herded together like swine within a few 
hundred yards of the fashionable square m 
which my mansion stood ? They were out o£ 
sight. Their nakedness and squalor did not 
offend the eye. They were generally quiet in 
their wretchedness. If they broke our law and 
disturbed our tranquillity, care enough was 
taken to punish them, and provide against a 
repetition of the annoyance ; but not a finger 
was lifted by me, and those like me, to teach 
them obedience to the natural laws of God, by 
which His universe is governed. Ignorance, 
and filth, and crime — those Furies more terrible 
than heathen imagination has conceived — ^ran 
riot amongst them, and their handiwork was 
death; a sudden, terrible, all but incurable fever. 
The poor creatures, by whose neglect of common 
decency it was engendered, seldom ventured 
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into the wide, handsome streets where we, who 
i^onld have taught them better, lived our lives 
of ease and comfort. If they ventured to 
loiter there, the police drove them back to their 
pestilential, teeming courts and alleys. But 
whose was the power to keep the deadly fever 
they had produced within their bounds ? Who 
could prevent it from flying where an outraged 
Providence directed it? It found my dear 
¥rife surrounded by every luxury that love could 
devise, and struck her down. It found my 
eldest son, my heir, revelling in the strength 
and spirits of approa<>hing manhood, and in 
two hours killed him. It passed over his baby 
brother, smiHng in his cradle, and he never 
smiled again. We fled from the plague-stricken 
place ; but it was no use. The destroyer was 
in the midst of us, and not only of us, but of 
owe neighbours. The 3rd of June is the anni- 
versary of my birthday. On the 3rd of June, 
1825, a true, loving wife, and five happy, hand- 
some children, wished me joy. On the 12th 
of the same month I was a heart-broken widower 
watching beside what they told me must be the 
death-bed of the only little one that was left 
me. All the rest had perished. By God's 
mercy she was saved.'' 
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"That was poor Mary," said Sir Oeoigjc, 
seeing that the narrator paused. 

" It was. Oh, how I loved tiiat child! She 
was the very light of my eyes ; and as she de^ 
veloped into a lovely womanhood, the fear -^at 
she might be won away to leave me preyei- 
upon me day and night, and made me s^is^ 
cious and morose, even to her. It is all vastly 
well to philosophize, and say that paraits mrnsi 
make up their minds that their children wiU 
sooner or later marry and leave theao, even fst^ 
they have done their parents in their turn be^ \ 
fore. Mothers, I believe, feel a sort of prifib. 
tnat their daughters should become wives and : 
mothers in due course of time and nature ; but 
(if I may judge by my own feelings) it is vastly 
different with a father. The idea that my 
beautiful, fragile Mary could ever leave me for 
love of another ; that I — I^ her father, who had 
hai'dly ever let her out of my sight for fifteen 
lonely years, should give her over to the arms 
of a stranger, was galling ; nay, more than that> 
it was Aorn6/e. 

'* I have no doubt that my great sorrow had 
made me morbid," Lord Eossthome resumed^ 
after a pause, and in a more composed tone. 
*' but so it was. I need not tell you that I bad 
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loBg given up all ambitious views. I had no 
heart for anything, and lived here in dose 
retirement with Mary till she was in her 
eighteenth year. Then I was over-persuaded 
by my wife^s sister — ^you remember her,Greorge? 
she married Algernon Chappel, who afterwards 
became Lord Manxover— a good-hearted but 
shallow woman of the world. By her Mary 
was presented a;t Court and introdu^ced into 
society, I accompanying her wherever she went. 
Will you believe mie, Steevie, when I tell you 
ih/A when I saw her the centre of attraction 
(as she was at every ball we attended), I felt 
nuH^ than once an irresistible im]^dse to dash 
into the circle of young fellows who were 
clamoumig to engage her for the dances, scatter 
them right and hit, and caxry her off to this 
grim old castle once more, away irom i^m 
all? 

" A ^eat friend of Mrs. Chappel's was one 
George Howell, a lieutenant in a line regiment 
on leave from CSanada. Of all the young men 
by whom Mary was surrounded, I was least 
jealous, least apprehensive of him. He never 
obbruded himself upon her as others did ; be- 
sides, thou^ by birth and profession a gentle- 
man, he was so very £ar below her, that I con- 
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sidered it impossible that she could ever give, 
him a thought as a lover ; she whose beaufcjr^ 
birth, and wealth entitled her to the higj^esfi^ 
coronet that our peerage could offer. Ah^ 
what a blind fool I was ! I think he mti^ 
have fascinated her with his sad, steadfast e jesj 
and low, soft voice ; but I discovered the speU^ 
too late to save her: she loved him ! f 

" Many and many a time have I cursed i»j- 
self for the folly of the course I pursued on 
this discovery. What must I do in my wisdjosot 
but insult the man she loved, in her presea^pj^i 
by way of winning back her heart from him ,t^ 
me ; be constantly telling her that she should 
marry him only over my dead body, by way of 
seeking to make her forget him ; be hard and 
cold to her, by way of making her contented 
with her lot with me ; accuse, mistrust, audy 
as a final piece of madness, imprison her in her 
rooms, by way of obtaining her confidence, an4! 
teaching her not to deceive me ! She did de.n 
ceive me. She had a clandestine correspond- 
ence and stolen interviews with Howell. But 
it was I who drove her into deceit Finally, 
I sent her away into the country to live with 
her aunt, who, I must do her justice, heartily 
opposed Howell's pretensions. Chappers 
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country residence was then near his fathers 
estate, in a wild, lovely district on the borders 
of Derby shire, on the Lancashire side, not far 
£^6m Buxton. There ^ I thought, she will be 
i^afe, particularly as I had used some influence 
r possessed at the Horse Guards to get the 
i^ttiiainder of Howell's leave cancelled, and to 
have him ordered ta join the depot of his re- 
giment in the Channel Islands. 

"I have said that I had no fears on this 
dayre till it was too late. There was one about 
ni6 who saw clearer than I did, loving as I 
was, jealous and fearsome of this very danger, 
^is was John Everett Brandron, my foster- 
btother." 

At these words a cold shudder ran through 
Stephen Frankland, for they brought upon him 
the remembrance of what Brandron had said in 
his delirium; how he had all but denounced 
hi^ foster-brother as his murderer, as the man 
who had done the wrong, to demand reparation 
for which he had come from India. 
. ^*This Brandron had been for many yeai« 
Bay secretary, and a sort of general manager of 
my estates and agent in my affairs. He was 
Qjf a stern, unprepossessing character, but a 
man of the strictest honour, and in heart and 
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sovl deroied to me and maae. He bad ksown 
my Mary fir(»n her in&ney, and, sbmge BBib 
i^ay appesr, lo^ed iier, lie — a man oldter thxM 
myself! — with a patient, silent, aoid of eoviite 
hopeless afifeetkHt; I was Uind to^ ^m dhlii» 
till the end came. Jffe sow what wbss ptaffil^, 
and told me c^ it. I was^ indignant at Mie 
bare suggestion, and, in lefcaxn &r his aBixi<iii» 
warning, gave him tiote first haon^ wofdfi be kad 
ever received from my Eps. 

^ Well, time passed by, and Mary wtlxamA 
here, mnch changed, as I tizonght, gmd lo^da^ 
worm and ill. She would ^ »lemt for &o«ib^ 
and I often saw tears stealing down h^r cheekt. 
Woe is me ! They were of my causing, and 
they washed away the roses from her bonny 
fece. 

"One dreadftil day, the menKary of whidt 
haunts me still, she fled ; and so well were he!r 
measures taken, that nearly a month passed 
before I could obtain a clue to where she hcMt 
gone. At last I received information which 
hurried me, George, to your house in Derby- 
shire, then, as you know, under lease to tte 
Penruthyns ; and there, attended only by hear 
maid, Sarah Alston,, I found her on the vsery^ 
eve of giving birth to a child I 
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*'PeBrattkyn, I believe, was more sinned 
against than sinning; bat you may remember^ 
Te^nlett, wbiat sort of reputation Iiis bfothers 
M^yed in tibose days. Not a woman^ married 
ar fim&gle, gentte or simple^ was safe from them. 
ind^y them^ wkat were my emotions when I 
jdiond my loved (AsiA in such a ecmdition and 
m suds: a house! ^Oie truth, bad enough in 
itsuda, was a blessed relief; and the truth 
ifas, that during W visit to De^sHre my 
das^terhad been pciratdty married to George 

, "Who basely desi^rted her in h^* hour of 
maowV* burst out Stephen, in a tone of in- 
dignation. 

^^]So, my boy^'' relied the peer, sadly^ — 
^ who was drowned at sea whilst hurrying to 
^xfflsole her. When the news came to him 
titai die could no longer conceal her secret 
^SgnmL me^ he left Guerns^, where he was 
iiAsfcioned, in an open boat, and tried to make 
Wi^niiauth. Poor fellow! A sudden squaQ 
arose, the boat foundered, and he was lost in 
s^ghk of the lights &i the town. This, however, 
was not discovared i^ long- alter poor Mary'^ 
dai^ and up to this moment is known only 
by me. Let me pass quickly over what fol- 
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lowed the birth of the child. My darling faded 
gradually away; and when she was gone, I 
committed the crime, the folly, which has em- 
bittered my years. I was so enraged against 
Howell, that I resolved never to acknowledge 
his child. I hushed up my daughter's flight 
as well as I could, pretending, whilst moving 
heaven and earth, secretly, to find her, that 
we had had a quarrel ; that I was in the wrong ; 
that she had merely returned to her aunt ; had 
written, asked me for forgiveness ; and that I 
had consented to her remaining. I implored 
Lady Manxover to bear me out in this, and shi 
did. I had my poor darling removed privately 
to her house, and there she died. Only three 
persons shared my secret, — ^Lady Manxover, 
Sarah Alston, and Brandron. I won the firet 
two over to my scheme, but stem John 
Brandron was obdurate. He swore that Mary's 
child should be acknowledged, and urged her 
rights in spite of me and my pride ; and it was 
only by bribing Sarah and Lucy Alston to de- 
clare that the child had died (Lucy not know- 
ing whose child it was), that he reluctantly 
agreed not to disclose the marriage. From 
tliis moment our connexion ceased. I obtained 
an appointment in India, and we parted." 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 209 

" I find from his papers," said Steevie, " that 
he received a sum of twelve hundred pounds 
shortly before he left England. What was 
that for?" 

*'That was his savings. I had invested 
them for him, and there was some difficulty 
about realizing the securities; so that the 
money could not be obtained till just a day or 
two before he sailed." 

" It was not a bribe, then ?" 

^' A bribe ! No," replied Lord Eossthome ; 
" the Bank of England could not bribe John 
Brandron to be a party to a lie, as I, a peer of 
the realm, was driven by my cursed pride 
to be." 

" Was the Lucy Alston whom you have men- 
tioned ever in the service of the Penruthyns?" 
asked Sir George Tremlett. 

" She was." 

" How very strange !" ejaculated Sir Greorge. 
^'This Lucy Alston was the mother of my 
poor afflicted child. She gave it birth about 
the time when poor Mrs. Howell must have 
died." 

" She did ; and both children remained with 
her till her death," resumed Lord Eossthome, 
" when they were taken charge of by her sister 
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Susan (or Sarah, as she was sometimes called, 
because there was another servant called 
Susan in my house), until I removed my 
grandchild/' 

" Is he still living?" asked Stephen, unable 
to control his curiosity. 

" It was a girl, Steevie, a poor helpless girl, 
that I cast adrift in the world without a pro* 
tector. Many a time I repented of the act. 
Do me the justice to remember that I was half 
mad when I committed it. But it could not be 
recalled. My heart yearned towards her as she 
grew into womanhood and became the very 
image of her mother. She lives still, Steevie, 
and I have never lost sight of her. Can you 
realize how I must love and honour those who 
have loved and honoured my child in spite of 
the dark stain that I have cast upon her birth? 
Will you wonder at my wishing to make you 
my adopted son, when I tell you that the child 
of my own darling Mary is no other than your 
affianced bride, Grrace Lee ?" 

" Grace Lee !" exclaimed Sir George, in 
amaze. 

" Henceforward Grace Howell tiU I die, then 
Lady Eossthome, a peeress of Great Britain 
in her own right. Poor Percy Coryton has 
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lost his chanoe of ia seat in the House of 
Iioids." 

" By Jove, Steevie !" cried his father, "think 
of that." 

"I shall love her none the better for it/' he 
answered, with a sigh; "but pray don't mind 
me ; li am so dazed with all that I have heard. 
&o ony pray go on^ Lord Eossthorne, about 
Brandison." 

" You are ashamed to love the daughter of 
a murderer, I see." 

" Nothing could make me ashamed to love 
Grace Lee/' replied Stephen, stoutly ; " but this 
must be cleared up. Was it you who walked 
with John Brandron into Westborough Wood 
on the afternoon of the 29th July, 1858 ?" 

" It was." 

Sir George fell back aghast ; and Stephen re- 
sumed, " I have been so deceived bv circum- 
stantial evidence that I will believe no more of 
it. This much I know from Brandron him- 
self, Susan Alston wrote to him in India, con- 
fessing that the child — ^your daughter's child; 
as you own — ^was living. He appointed a 
meeting with, you to compel justice to be done 
it ; and up to the hour of his dieath he believed 
that yours was the hand that steack him down." 

p 2 
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" Good heavens, Steevie !** cried the peer, 
amazed by what he heard ; " you must mistake. 
It could not be. Did he mention my name at 
all ? No, he could not, or you — " 

"He did not mention your name, though 
repeatedly urged to do so. I tell you, my lord, 
that though he refused to denounce you, he said 
things which satisfy me, beyond the possibility 
of doubt, that he considered you his mur- 
derer." 

" Then why did he not denounce me ?" 

" For the sake of your daughter, whom he 
loved, and of her child, he desired that no 
shame should fall upon you if you performed 
the act of justice which he demanded." 

'* Did he say so ?" asked Lord Rossthome, 
in a choking voice. 

" He did." 

" Steevie, had he his senses when he said 
this?" 

" Once I thought that he had not, that what 
he said was merely the ravings of delirium ; 
but everything he told me has turned out so 
true that I can think so no longer." 

" True even to the fact of my being his mur- 
derer ?" asked the peer. 

Stephen made no reply. 
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" Stephen Frankland, I have committed 
many sins ; some — ^the gravest, perhaps, iu 
man s eyes — ^I have confessed to you this day ; 
hut, as I hope for forgiveness of all when I 
stand hefore the judgment-seat of God, I am 
not guilty of Brandron's death ! I left him 
alive and well that day in Westborough Wood, 
as I hope for salvation !" 

Stephen looked him full in the face as he 
spoke those solemn words. There was no falter 
in his speech, not a quiver in his countenance. 
Steevie believed him, and told him so, wringing 
his hand with emotion. 

" I had long wished to do what he required/* 
Lord Eossthome resumed, " but lacked courage 
to take the first step. Moreover, there had 
been great difficulty in my way, and to my 
sorrow it remains. I had destroyed as far as 
{I could — I need not here tell you how — the 
evidences of my child's marriage. Brandron, 
however, told me where I should find others, 
and I lefb him, fully resolved to do all that he 
could ask. I sought for those proofs where he 
directed, but they were not to be found." 

" Where — where was it that he told you to 
seek ?" demanded Stephen, eagerly. 

" Strangely enough, in an old room, the door 
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of whicli had long been bricked up, at'Tremlett 
Towera/' 

"The room at the end of the tapelstxied 
corridor?" 

" That was it." 

"And you — you searched there? How? 
When?" 

"During my late visit. You must fos^ve 
me, Sir Greorge. I knew I could give you no 
valid excuse short of the truth for opening 
that room ; so whilst you all thought I was 
laid up with a fit of the gout, I broke through 
the brickwork under the tapestry, working at 
night, and in the middle of the tday when 
every one was out, and at last made a hole 
sufficiently large to thrust my body through 
into the room. I found the place indicated by 
Brandron as the depository of the proofs, but 
they were not there. I am afiraid that 8usan 
Alston was only too faithful to the evil trust 
I reposed in her, and that she^destroyed them.** 

" She did not !" 

" Steevie ! How can you know ?" 

" Because they are in my possession." !Then 
Steevie told how he had anticipated the- peer, 
had found the papers, how Lagger had. sur- 
prised him at their perusal, and how he had 
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rushed to the condusion ;that it was his father 
who was working outside the door on that 
eyentM night. He also stated, as well as he 
could from memory, the contents of those 
papers, and the letters which had been found 
in ^randron's possession at Westborough. 

"It is plain now why this charge has been 
brought against me," said the peer gloomily. 
" That letter of Susan Alston's conveys a dread- 
ful suspicion against the person of whom she 
speaks, and they have identified that person 
with me, because I am, or was, interested in 
concealing the parentage of the child, and thus 
they have concluded that I had a motive in 
silencing poor Brandron." 

"I^ree with you that the papers contain 
an inference that the person who was interested 
in concealing the birth of the child was the 
person who murdexed Brandron," said Sir 
George Tremlett, "but they must go a step 
farther before they can implicate you. They 
must show either that you are the man who 
met him at Westborough, or prove poor Mary's 
marriage, and identify you as her father. Now, 
did any one see you with Brandon that day ?" 

" Only some boys ; and they could not de- 
scribe me. They would not know me again. 
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In fact, they mistook that detective who is 
here now for me at the inquest/' 

"I think I know what has led to your 
arrest," said Stephen. " At first the detective 
suspected the father of the child mentioned in 
Alston's letter; and the marriage certificate 
found by me being destroyed by rats, on the 
part where the description of the father — his 
rank, his parent's names, and so on — ^is entered, 
he went to compare it with the original, for the 
purpose of supplying these details." 

" But how did he know where the original 
was to be found ?" asked Sir Greorge. 

" Oh, that was stated plainly enough on the 
certificate. He will examine the registry 
books of Craigsleigh, and there he will find 
that the bride was the daughter of Lord Eoss- 
thorne and — ^" 

" Do I understand you that the description 

of the bride's parents is also obliterated from 

the certificate ?" asked the peer, in an eager, 

excited tone. 
" Yes, entirely." 

'^ Then they have no case against me," said 

Lord Eossthome, decisively. " Oh, Steevie, 

I wish they had, as far as this goes, for I am 

innocent ; but the want of this part of the 
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certificate renders it impossible that my dear 
grandchild's rights can ever be legally esta- 
blished." 

How so, when there is the register ?" 
The page in the register which contains 
the entry of her mother's marriage has been 
destroyed'' 

" Then," said Steevie, smiling, " I shall not 
marry a peeress. It is getting late now, and 
I have too long delayed to do what I ought to 
have done an honr ago, only I have been too 
excited and confused to think of it. Is 
there an electric telegraph, my lord, at your 
station ?" 

. " I am sorry to say there is not. It is only 
a loop line." 

" Which is the nearest station where there is 
one?" 
, "B- ; but it is twelve miles off." 

^'Will you lend me a horse to carry me 
there, and not mind my riding him hard?" 

" With all my heart ! but what do you want 
to do ?" 

" Can't you guess ?" 

"Humph! I think I can. Poor child! 
poor child! This must have been a sharp, 
though, thank God, a short trial for hcr» 
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Don't spare my horses, Steevie. I would say 
%endy but I know your lueart says goV 

Stephen raced to B , and set the light- 
ning in motion. CLICK! dicki vent a 
needle at Ponndri^e station — one message. 
CLICK! ditkl again — another, — ^both from 

B . A sleepy flyman woke up and went 

to harness his horses. He was to ha^e fliTe 
pounds — so said second telegraphic message — 
if he delivered ihe first ai} Kemden Bectory in 
an hour. 

It was long past midnight when Stepheit 

returned from B . He was quietly making 

his way up to his bedroom when one of the 
county police met him in the passage, and 
thrust a slip of paper into his hand. 

It was a summons, requiring him to appear 
at the Town Hall, Poundbridge, on the follow^ 
ing day, as a witness against Charles, Baron 
Eossthome, on a charge of wilful murder; 
and to produce all papers in his custody or 
control which he had obtained from John 
Everett Brandron, deceased or otherwise, by 
reason of information by him given. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 



EXPLANATIONS. 



The news that : the perpetcator of the West- 
beroagth mmrder had i)eeii disooyered, raai like 
wildfire through that yi&a^ and FomidJ^oridge, 
and people came trooping in from aH direetions, 
till the Town Hall was crammed to soSoc^AMm ; 
and a goodly mob collected in und ahont ihe 
raitway station to .see the prisoner iaken ^cmt 
of his carriage, and gro^ at Mm axjoordiag to 
custom. The latter assemblage, however, was 
di8a(ppointed. Up came the train, and out 
bundled its passei^rs, but no handqufied 
ruffian, no police, appeared. Three gentlemen 
were helped out of a first-class carriage by a 
respectably-dressed man, who might have been 
their servant, so attentive was he to them, par- 
ticularly i» the one with the grey hair. A fly 
was engaged, and the eldest two of these pas- 
sengers, accompanied by the respectably-dressed 
man, were driven off to the town. The third, 
who remained behind on the platform, was 
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Stephen Frankland ; and the cause of his thiid 
delaying was, that Cuthbert Lindsay was there 
to meet him, in accordance with a request con- 
tained in the telegraphic message of the night 
before. 

"No, sir," said the little man, firmly, anfd 
drawing back, as Steevie pressed forward to 
shake him by the hand. "There is a good 
deal to be explained before you and I shake 
hands again. Captain Frankland." 

" Have you not received my telegram then ?'* 
he demanded. 

" I have, but it tells me nothing. When i 
gentleman proposes for a young lady, and 
rushes out of the house the next morning, tell- 
ing her not to think of him again, it requires 
something more than a vague telegram, saying 
that he has been deceived as to something 
which he does not condescend to mention, to 
set him right with her friends," said Lindsay, 
drily. 

"True, Cuddy, and I am here to answer 
everj-thing. Now come more this way, where 
we shall be out of hearing. Eead that ;" and 
he placed Sister Marj's letter in his friend's 
hand. " That was flung through my window 
the night before last. Can you wonder now 
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that I fled the house?" Cuddy's stern de- 
meanour fell from him like a mask. 

" Oh, my poor fellow ! is it true ?" he ex- 
claimed. 

" Thank God : no, Cuddy. But I had awfully 
strong reasons to believe that it was, as I think 
you wiU admit, when I tell you what must now 
be told.'' 

" What an infamous wretch the woman must 
be !" 

"" I am almost sure that she, too, has been 
deceived, and acted conscientiously. But, oh. 
Cuddy, do let me explain all afterwards, and 
tell me now, how is she — ^how is Grace ?" 

** Grace Lee's a thorough brick!" replied 
Cuddy, with fervour. " At first we were in an 
awful fright about her. Upon my word, 
Steevie, we thought that she had lost her 
reason." 

. " My poor darling ! my poor, poor darling ! 
Was her grief so wild ?" 

" No, that was the worst of it ! K she had 
cried, and gone into hysterics, and aU that, one 
would not have minded so much ; but she was 
so awfully calm. Half the day she remained 
in a sort of trance ; and about sunset she heaved 
a deep sigh, pressed Gerty's hand, and whis- 
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pered, 'It was lite a happy dieam, dear — ixy& 
happy to last. Don't think badly of Mm; 
Gerty, for my sake ;' and then she dressied and 
came down, and tried to go about as usual, but 
we could see that her heart was breaking/' 

" We are wasting time here !" cried Stepken^ 
petulantly. "Come away, Cuddy. Let me g» 
to her at once. I will explain all as we dnxB 
along." And he kept his word. 

" I got into an awful row with Gerty," said 
Cuthbert, when Steevie had concluded, ''^foi* 
sticking up for you. Lord, what a lot of Men 
I told for your sake, old boy. Hang it, I inew 
you were not the man to do such a thing for 
nothing, though I was cross with you to your 
face at the station." 

" You have not shaken hands with me yet. 
No, no !" Stephen cried as Cuddy began to pull 
up the ponies in order to do so. " Don't stop ! 
I'll take the will for the deed. Pitch into those 
fat brutes, and make them go along. You 
don't half drive, Cuddy !" 

" Don't you be impatient ! But, as I was 
going to say, it's an ill \vind that blows nobody 
good. After having fought the whole house 
on your account, and being pitched into right 
and left, you may imagine how cocky I was 
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when your telegram came. They had gone to 
bed ; but I had them all up, after having first 
of all sent little Maud privately to teU. Ghraee. 
1 assembled them in the dining-room, and 
talked to them like a father about the folly of 
jumping to conclusions,^ for about a quarter of 
an hour, before. I let them know what news 
wafr in the telegram ; and I would have kept 
them longer in suspense, if that great black- 
guard Jackson had not taken it away from me 
by fofce. The upshot was that Gerty relented, 
said she was sorry for having rowed me, &c. 
&c Why, then I went in and won." 

" What, , proposed for her ?" 

"Yes. Tremendously plucky thing for a 
little fellow like me to do, wasn't it now ?" 

" And have you been accepted?'* 

" Well, at first I was, imconditionaJly ; and 
I became the happiest little chap alive; but 
this morning she said aU depended upon your 

maki,«r^ht with Grace." 

" Then consider yourself again the happiest 
little fellow in the world, as you are the best,'* 
said Stephen. " Cuddy, how can I show you 
my gratitude?" 

"By not thanking me; — ^but I have not 
told you all. Scarcely had it got wind that 
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Gerty and I had — ^you know what, when that 
ruffian GKgas comes sidling into my room, 
looking like a great sheep; and, after a deal 
of stammering, lets it out that he and little 
Maud had heen engaged for the last three 
days, and that they had not pluck enough 
between them to tell anybody. Of course, I 
flung a boot at his head, and afterwards 
dragged him into the presence of the injured 
' parient.' '' 

" And what did the injured ' parient' 
do?" 

" Well, he had little Maud into his study, 
and she said she liked the creature, though 

how ^No, chaffing apart, he's a right down 

good fellow, is old Gigas, and the brute will 
have at least a couple of thousand a-year : so 
they are to be married in the spring." 

" And you ?" 

" Why, it never rains but it pours," replied 
Cuddy. " I have not got rich uncles and 
estates in Lincolnshire, you know ; and dear 
Gerty's face is her fortune. Will you believe 
it, that this very morning comes a letter, with 
a big official seal, containing such a jolly letter 
from old Pam to Mr. Treherne (they were at 
college together), offering him the vacant 
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Gro>vn living of Questerthorpe, worth 1200/. 
a year? There was a slice of luck !" 
^•' " It was, indeed!" 

'" [Nothing remains, therefore, but for you 
to make it all right with Grace, and then we 
i^hall all be as jolly as sandboys." 

" I am sorry to say that there is more than 
that to be done, my dear old boy," said Steevie, 
— '* at least, as far as Grace and I am con- 
cerned. I have told you whose child she is 
not It will soon be acknowledged whose 
child she is." 

"Indeed!" 
- "She is the granddaughter of Lord Boss- 
thome ; and, incredible as it may appear, he 
i& on his trial at this moment for the murder 
of John Brandron." 

" God heavens ! and is he guilty ?" 

" I believe not, with aU my heart ; but there 
is an awfully strong case of suspicion against 
him. I am summoned as a witness, but they 
wont catch me till I have seen Grace ; beside, 
the papers that they require are in my luggage 
at the Rectory. But what are you about— 
what on earth are you doing now?" 

Well might he ask; for having arrived at 
the top of a hill, Cuddy pulled up the ponies, 

VOL. III. Q 



226 A TANGLED SKEIN. 

and taking a fishing-rod from under the seat 
of the phaeton, began to put it together. This 
done, he got out, took off his coat, and com- 
menced climbing up a big tree there was on 

the road side. 

" Never you mind, old man !" he said, swing- 
ing himself up into the fork, and dragging the 
fishing-rod after him ; " you hold those spirited 
animals, and see what you shall see." Then 
the climber, having reached the topmost 
branches, tied a white handkerchief at the 
end of the rod, stuck it up high above the 
now thin and withering foliage, and there 
left it. 

" They can see that signal from the Rectory 
windows," he said, as he reseated himself in 
the carriage, "and they know now that 
the devil is not so black as he is painted — 
the present application of which pleasant pro- 
verb is, that Stephen Frankland has explained 
himself to the satisfaction of Cuthbert Lindsay, 
who promised, on his honour, to judge him 
impartially ; and that he is being brought back 
in triumph to Kernden, home, and beauty. 
Hurrah ! Come up, you little rascals ! Do 
you think I haven't got a point to my whip ?" 
And the ponies caught it. 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 227 

So when they arrived at the Eectory, no 
stem inquiry stood between Stephen and the 
happiness of once more clasping Grace to his 
heart. By degrees he told her the origin and 
progress of his suspicions against his father, 
and cleared up every doubtful point in his 
past conduct. I am sorry to add that, thus 
engaged, he forgot all about his subpoena and 
Poundbridge Town-hall, until Sir Q-eorge 
appeared, to report that the prisoner had been 
remanded for two days ; not, however, on 
account of Steevie's absence, but because 
another witness, whose evidence was required 
to complete the case, had not yet arrived; 
and also to give Lord Rossthorne an oppor- 
tunity of obtaining legal assistance. 

"Which,'' said the baronet, "he stands 
sorely in need of, Steevie ; for they have pro- 
duced a man who swears that he saw poor 
Rossthorne coming out of the wood about 
three-quarters of an hour after the boys. 
Little Tod and the rest say that they saw 
Brandron enter it with the stranger. They, 
too, identify our friend ; but after their mis* 
take at the inquest, that wont go for much." 

" Who have you sent for ?" 

" Well, weVe telegraphed for Coleman, with 
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instructions to bring down some one from 
London whom he can trust." 

" And where is he now — Lord Eossthorne, 
I mean ?" 

** They have let him remain at the hotel in 
custody of the police. The magistrates are 
behaving very well — ^very well indeed. Have 
you told her yet ?" he added, in a whisper, in- 
dicating Grace Lee. 

" No ; but it must be done to-night," 
Steevie replied, with a sigh. " After all, the 
case is only one of suspicion. They cannot 
prove that he killed Brandron. 

" My dear boy, many a man has been hung 

on circumstantial evidence less cogent than 

what can be brought against Eossthorne — ^if 

they get all that we know of. They will make 

you divulge all that Brandron said on his 

death-bed; and if they can only connect 

the accused with that secret marriage, and 

the concealment of the child, so as to 

show a motive, I do not know what can save 
him." 

*' But he is innocent. He will swear it." 
'' Prisoners are not allowed to defend them- 
selves on oath. No one was present in the 
wood but themselves during their interview. 
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There can be no direct evidence, as far as I can 
see. The case will have to be judged by cir- 
cumstances, and all the circumstances are 
against us. If they can only prove motive, we 
are done for/^ 

Mr. Treherne was very anxious that Sir 
George should take up his quarters at the 
rectory, but he declined, 

" Thank you very much," he said, " but I 
must stay with my friend, I only came over 
to tell Steevie what had happened. I guessed 
where I should find him. Good-bye. Nay, 
Grace, I have a right to one kiss as Steevie's 
father. God bless you, my dear child ! Good- 
bye;" and he hurried away to his fly, and 
drove back to Poundbridge. 

That night Stephen took Grace aside, and 
told her all. 

"Oh, Steevie!" she said, reproachfully, 
*' why did you not let me know this before ? 
What will he think of me for not having 
hastened to his side to sustain him under this 
heavy accusation ? Promise that you will take 
me to-morrow, the first thing, Steevie ; promise 
now." 

" I will, my darling ; but remember that his 
safety depends upon those who prosecute him 
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not discoveriDg that you are not Mary 
Howell's child." 

"My poor mother ! Vr But, Steevie, why is 
that ? What can it"matter, when he is inno- 
cent?" 

" Dearie, those who understand these things 
better than I do, say that if it can be proved 
that your grandfather is actually the person 
that poor Brandron came to meet, a motive for 
the murder will be attached to him." 

" But you say they were seen together at 
Westborough !" 

" Yes ; and it will appear from the papers 
that I shall be obliged to produce, that some 
one had a motive for silencing the murdered 
man. They have to prove that Lord Eoss- 
thorne is that some one, and they have not done 
that yet. The mere fact of their meeting is 
comparatively an insignificant one." 

" And is it possible that life and death de- 
pend upon such subtleties as this ?" demanded 
Grace. 

*' Indeed it would seem so." 

" Steevie !" 

'' Darling mine." 

'' You will not misjudge me if I tell you 
what is passing in my mind ?" 
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" I am certain nothing passes there but what 
is good and unselfish." 

" Well, then, I think this — I think that no 
good will be gained by hiding the truth. I 
don't know why, but I seem convinced that his 
safety depends upon ail the truth being known. 
Don't imagine that I say this because I ws^it 
to be acknowledged, Steevie. I ask no prouder 
title than that of your wife," she said, creeping 
close to his side, and hiding her dear face on 
his shoulder ; " but I cannot think that any 
good can come from hiding the truth." 

The next day Stephen kept his promise, and, 
accompanied by the rector, drove Grace over to 
Poundbridge; and for the first time Lord 
Rossthome pressed his grandchild to his heart. 
Later on towards the evening Mr. Coleman 
arrived, with the barrister whom he had re- 
tained to conduct the defence, and a long con- 
sultation took place. Like Grace, but without 
concert with her. Lord Eossthorne was all for 
admitting the truth ; but the lawyers would 
not hear of it. 

" If your own evidence could be taken in the 
case, my lord," said Mr. Serjeant Markham, 
" it might be different. As the law stands, a 
criminal prosecution such as this is like a game 
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of chess — ^the least blunder is fatal to success ; 
and as one bad move may cost the best player 
his game, so one incautious admission may 
send an innocent man to the gaUows. No^ 
we will admit nothing. We will hold them to 
the strictest proof. By the way, I am told 

that Captain Frankpledge ^is not that his 

name ?" 

"No; Frankland." 

"Thank you. I am told, I say, that this 
gentleman made some demur about producing 
certain papers at the inquest. Is he a friendly 
witness ?" 

"Most friendly/' replied Mr. Coleman. 
" Would you like to see him ?" 

" No, not I. Only let some one beg of him 
to make no objections now. We wiU not help 
their case, but we must not damage our own 
by appearing to withhold evidence. That 
would never do.*' 

Next morning Markham was up betimes, 
and had examined the locus in quo of the 
murder. 

Afterwards the hearing of the case was re- 
sumed in the Town-hall. The prisoner was 
allowed to sit at the table next to his counsel, 
and Stephen, with the Trehemes and Grace, 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 233 

who insisted upon being present, occupied a 
bench close behind him. 

The finding of Brandron's body, and the 
appearance of the stranger amongst the school- 
boys on the green had been proved at the first 
sitting by the same witnesses who had given 
evidence at the inquest, and the proceedings 
were now commenced by the cross-examination 
of the person who had deposed to having seen 
Lord Rossthorne coming out of the wood on 
the afternoon in question. 

'^ Your name is Torrington, I believe, sir ?" 
began Mr, Serjeant Markham. 

" It is, sir." 

'' What are you, Mr. Torrington ?'* 

"A foreign traveller in the service of 
Messrs. Staple, Stagg, and Mansfield, of Can- 
non-street." 

** Humph ! And is your employment suflGl- 
ciently light to allow of your reading the news- 
papers, Mr. Torrington?" 

" I read the newspapers." 

" Eegularly ?' 

'' Pretty well.^ 

" There appeared a long account of the in- 
quest in this case in most of the London papers, 
I think?" 
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" I dare say there did." 

" You dare say, sir ! Did you not read it ?'* 

" Yes, I have read it.'' 

" When was it that you first informed the 
police that you could give the evidence we 
have just heard from your deposition ?" 

" Last Monday." 

" Four days ago ?" 

Mr. Torrington bowed. 

"Now, sir, will you explain," said the 
learned serjeant, in his blandest manner^ 
"how is it that you have kept silence on so 
important a subject from the 29th of last July 
until last Monday, a period of nearly two 
mouths ?" 

" Because I was abroad." 

" When did you go abroad ?" 

" On the 29th of July. I was on my way 
to Poundbridge station, to take the train to 
Folkstoue, when I saw Lord Eossthome com- 
ing out of the wood." 

"How do you know that the person you saw 
was his lordship ?" 

" I know it was." 

" But how^ man ? — ^how ? You had no mo- 
tive for noticing him. 






" Yes, I had ! My brother-in 
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" I don't want to know anything about your 
brother," interposed the Serjeant. 

" Ah, but we do, Mr. Markham," said the 
presiding magistrate. " The witness was about 
to give his motives for noticing the prisoner. 
These may be very important. Go on, Mr. 
Torrington. 

" My brother-in-law is a tenant of his lord- 
ship's," resumed the witness, " and he pointed 
him out to me a short time before in London. 
He was very good to my brother-in-law and 
my sister when they were in a bit of trouble 
last 'year, and I felt half inclined when I saw 
him there to thank him for it. Besides, he 
looked tired, and I thought, being on foot, he 
might condescend to take a seat in my gig ; 
but he hurried past me, and I thought^etter of 
it, and did not like to intrude." 

" You considered it impossible, I dare say," 
asked Markham, ''that a man like Lord Eoss- 
thorne could have any part in such a crime ?'* 

" I did not know that a crime had been com- 
mitted till I returned from Spain last Saturday." 

" But you told me just now that you read a 
report of the inquest in the papers." 

"So I did, but only on Sunday, when I 
amused myself by looking over the back num- 
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bers of The Ohserver which had been delivered 
at my house during my absence," 

" Humph ! You have said that his lordship 
Avas coming from tlie wood ?" 

" Yes." 

"And you were driving in the road?" 
1 was. 

" Whereabouts were you in the road when 
you first saw him ?" 

" Just at the turn before you come to the 
green." 

" Where there are two heaps of stones ?" 

" There were no stones there then." 

"Very well. I think we both mean the 
same spot — -just about twenty yards short of 
the milestone?" 

" les. 

" Now, is there not a deep valley there be- 
tween the road and the wood ?" 

" There is. When I first saw him he was 
just mounting the slope." 

" Very well. Are there not two pathways, 
right and left, at the bottom of that valley, as 
well as the one straight on, which leads past 
the church into the wood ? Is this not so, Mr. 
1 omngton i 

" I believe it is." 

" You did not see him in the wood ?"* 
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*' Then all you can really say is, that you 
saw him mounting the slope?'* 

" Coming from the wood," interposed Sir 
Joseph Sykes. 

" I beg your worship's pardon," said the Ser- 
jeant, sternly ; " he might have come from the 
church, or from along either of the two paths, 
and not have been near the wood at all. Is 
that not so, Mr. Torrington ?" 

" He might have come from the church." 

" Or from either of the two other paths ?" 

" Of course." 

" You may stand down." 

*' No, wait one moment," interposed the 
attorney who conducted the prosecution. ' ' You 
said when you were first examined, that he was 
cormng/rom the woody 

" Well, he has explained that," said the Ser- 
jeant, impatiently. 

" Not quite. Why did you say he was com- 
ing from the woody witness ?" 

"Because he was coming from the direction 
of the wood." 

"As also from the church. What reason 
had 3^ou for speaking of the wood ?" 

" liJiad a reason." 

"What was it?" 
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"I thought he was coming from the 
wood." 

" But why, Mr. Torrington ? Why ?" 

" Because he had a hazel switch in his hand, 
with the leaves on." 

" Bah !" exclaimed Mr. Serjeant Markham. 
" Hazel switches grow in every hedge." 

"But not in the church, Mr. Serjeant, or 
nearer than the wood," was the reply of the 
attorney. 

The two justices put their heads together. 

" The effect of the evidence of this witness/' 
said the chairman, "has been so much modified 
since we sat last, that really, Mr. Snugley, unless 
you can prove something like motive -" 

"I am about to do so, sir," replied the 
attorney. " Call Captain Frankland." 

Stephen stepped into the witness-box, and 
was sworn. 

"Have you brought the papers you were 
subpoenaed to produce, Captain Frankland ?" 

" I have." 

" Then produce a letter signed ' Susan/ 
which was found in the deceased Mr. Brandron s 
room at the * Eising: Sun.' " 

The letter, which the reader will remember, 
was produced and read. 
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"Now a paper headed 'Copy/ written by 
the deceased himself." 

This was also read. 

" Did Brandron tell you '' 

" Stop I stop ! stop !" said the serjeant. 
" What he said is not evidence." 

Mr. Lagger whispered something in the 
attorney's ear. 

Lord Eossthome wrote three lines on a 
scrap of paper, and handed it to his counsel. 

" Mr. Brandron knew that he could not live 
when he spoke," said Snugley, addressing the 
bench; "and I submit to your worships that if I 
prove this fact — and I can do so — I am entitled 
to give evidence of what he said, as a dying 
declaration." 

" Then I withdraw my objection," rejoined 
the Serjeant, in a careless tone, and playing 
with his pen. 

Those who knew the serjeant well, and were 
opposed to him, got nervous when he put on 
that tone, and flicked the table in that idle 
way. 

" Well, then, did Brandron direct you to find 
any other papers relative to the subject of those 
already in evidence ?" 

"He did." 
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" Where were jou to find them ?'* 

"Hidden in a room at Mangert on Chase." 

" Did you find them there ?'* 

" I did." 

"Exactly where he told you they would 
he?" 

" Exactly." 

"Where are they?" 

Stephen handed them in; and all Greorge 
Howell's letters and the marriage certificate 
were read hy the clerk of the court. Last of 
all, the declaration made hy Susan Alston, and 
witnessed hy Brandron, respecting the hirth and 
legitimacy of the child, was handed to the 
chairman. 

"Have you any other questions to ask 
Captain Frankland, Mr. Snugley?" he said 
when he had read it. 

Mr. Snugley had not. 

Serjeant Markham rose slowly, and pressing 
a piece of blotting-paper on his notes as he 
spoke, asked : 

" You were with Mr. Brandron, I think, from 
the time he was brought to the * Eising Sun' 
till he died ?" 

" Almost until he died." 

" Was he sensible ?" 
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" I believe lie was/' 

" At any rate, you found the papers just 
produced exactly where he told you they would 
be?" 

" Yes ; I have said so already." 

" Now, sir, I venture to ask you plainly, did 
he make any accusation against Lord Eoss- 
thorne ?" 

" He did not." 

" Did he mention his name ?" 

" No." 

" That will do. Captain Frankland." 

It was clear now why the serjeant had per- 
mitted what Brandron said on his death-bed 
to be given in evidence, even though by doing, 
so he admitted the papers foimd in Manger ton 
Chase* Having got what he wanted, he then 
proceeded to attack what his adversary had 
gained. 

" I am sure," he said, ^' that your honours 
will not allow your minds to be prejudiced by 
the contents of those documents until my client 
is connected with them in some way. It really 
seems to me to be a waste of time to go on in 
this fashion." 

" If the learned gentleman will have a little 
patience, he shall see that I am proceeding 

VOL. III. R 
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quite regularly," said Sniigley. *' Call Charity 
Spence." 

. Charity Spence was called, and a very old 
woman, dressed in rusty black, hobbled into 
the witness-box. 

" Are you a widow, Mrs. Spence ?" demanded 
the attorney, loudly, for the witness was deaf. 

"Ay." 

"Was your husband, William Spence, parish 
clerk at Craigsleigh, in Derbyshire ?" 

" Ay, for two and for-ty year." 

"Do you remember anything particular that 
happened in the year 1843 ?" 

" Ay. We was sold up for debt. We opened 
a small ware and provision shop in the village, 
and failed." 

"And so you remember the year 1843 well, 
Mrs. Spence — eh?" 

"Ay, I do that. 

" Just after the failure, did a gentleman — a 
stranger, call upon jou?" 

"Ay." 

" Should you know him if you were to see 
him again ?" 

" I think I should, sir." 

**Look round the court, and teU me if you 
can recognize anybody here present as that 
gentleman." 
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. CKarity Spence lobked round fhe court, 
scanniiig eveiy face, till she came to the table 
in front of the bench. Then she pointed her 
long, claw-Kke hand at; Lord Eossthome, and 
said, — 

"That's he!" 

"How do you know him again?" 

" By his proud fece/*^ 

"Well, what did he do when he came to 
your house?" 

"He got clacking wi* my master-" 

" You mean your husband ?" 

" It's all one in our parts ! Am I to tell 
what he wanted?" 

" Yes ; tell it your own way, Go on, Mrs. 
Spence." 

" Well, they got clacking — talking, you 
know. They'd met at the church, and clacked 
as they came along. When they came in iny 
master sent me and the children out, so as we 
mightn't hear what was said. I Went out wi* 
'em, but was curious, and came in again round 
by the back door, and listened. They spoke 
so low that I could not justly hear what they 
said at first ; but looking through a craek there 
was in the door, I saw the gentleman give iny 
master five bank notes, and then he said (and 

B 2 
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I heard Mm plainly), 'Eemember/ said te, 
'it's the first page. Eemove it as neatly as 
you can, and I will come again this day week 
to see if you have kept your promise. If you 
have, you shall have the other fifty pounds^* 
That's what he said, and then he went away.'* 

" Did he come again that day week ?" 

" Not to our shop ; but soon afterwards my 
master brought back the things that had been 
seized by the bailifis, and they cost nigh upon 
ninety pounds. He told me his brother in 
London sent him the money; but I knew 
better." 

" Now tell me, did your master, as you call 
him, ask you to make anything for him the 
day after the stranger came ?" 

" Ay ; he told me to make a cup of strong 
paste, and I did make it, and gave it him." 

" What did he do with it ? 

" He took it out with him. 

"Do you know where he went with it?" 

"Not justly." 

" When he went out, did he go towards the 
church ?" 

" Ay, he did go that way." 

" I have no further questions to ask this wit- 
ness," said Mr. Snugley, sitting down. 
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'* But I have/' said Mr. Serjeant Markham, 
springing up. 

■• " Now, Mrs. Spence," he said, "remember 
you are upon your oath. Did the late William 
Spence, parish clerk of Craigsleigh, wear a 
nightcap ?'* 

" Ay, to be sure." 

" Did he pnt it on the night after you made 
him the paste, sixteen years ago ?" 

" Ay." 

"I must request your honours to have these 
last two answers taken down," said the Ser- 
jeant, with grave irony ; " for they seem to me 
to be quite as important as any other part of 
her evidence." 

" We shall see," replied the attorney, quietly. 
" CaQ Charles Ferrers." 

And the new clerk of Mr. Thomas stepped 
forward with a big book under his arm, and 
was sworn. He deposed to being the present 
clerk of Craigsleigh Church, having the cus- 
tody of the registry books, and described the 
condition they were in when he first found 
them. 

" Upon discovering which," asked Mr. Snug- 
ley, " you did your best, I believe, to repair 
them?" 
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"Yes, sir. I did not think there dould be 
any harm in it." 

" Nor was there. Now, in consequence of 
something that was said to yon (no matter by 
whom — unless, indeed, my learned friend 
wishes to know), did you discover that a page 
was missing out of one of the books ?'' 

" I did ; out of this one/^ 

" What page was it ?'* 

'' The first." 

" How do you know that ?" 

" Because each entry is numbered, and the 
first entry in this volume did not run on con- 
secutively from the last entry in the preceding 
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. " Have you got that one with you?' 

" No ; but it is in court." 

" Very well. Did you search for the miss- 
ing page ?" 

" I did, everywhere. I had no xest night 
nor day for ten days about it." 

" In the course of your inquiries did you 
see the last witness, Mrs. Spence ?" 

" I did." 

" And from something that she told you, 
did you make a further examination of the 
book you have in your hand ?" 
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" Yes. I had suspicions that ^' 

" Never mind your suspicions ; tell us what 
you did." 

" I took off the back, and then I discovered 
that the first page — which hitherto I thought 
had been extracted — was pasted down on the 
cover y under the blue marbled paper which lined 
it inside. I soaked this lining with warm 
water, and removed it, as you see, and then 
disengaged the first leaf without separating it 
from the book, — merely undoing what had 
been done before, — and there it is." 

" Your worships will perceive," said Mr. 
Snugley, handing up the book to the magis- 
trates, "that the original of the mutilated 
certificate found, according to Brandron's state- 
ment, at Mangerton Chase, is entered on this 
page, and that the lady who contracted the 
secret marriage spoken of in the letters 
which have been read, was Lord Eossthome's 
daughter. I submit now (after this evidence 
and that of Mrs. Spence), that I have con- 
nected the prisoner with all and every one of 
the documents in your hands, and suggested 
his motive for the murder of Brandron." 

A dead' silence reigned through the crowded 
court as Ferrers demonstrated the discovery he 
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had made of the missing page, and when the 
attorney for the prosecution thus stated its 
portentous bearing upon the case, a thrill and 
a murmur ran through th^ spectators, and all 
eyes were turned on the prisoner. 

Then Grace Lee rose, advanced to where he 
sat, and, laying her hand on his shoulder, 
turned round haughtily upon the crowd, with 
heaving bosom and flashing eyes, defying 
them. Another second, and Steevie was by 
her side. 

" Do you ask Mr. Ferrers anything?" in. 
quired the chairman of the prisoner's counsel, 
who, with Mr. Coleman, was closely scruti<» 
nizing the register which had been passed 
down to them. 

*' Of course I do, sir !" was the reply, in the 
air of a man who is about to materially alter 
the impression which had penetrated even 
to the bench. '' How long have you been 
parish clerk at Craigsleigh, Mr. Ferrers?" 
he inquired. 

*' Only about eight months." 

'* Don't turn away. Look me in the face, 
if you please." The new clerk did, and met 
the cold, keen glance of the practised advocate ; 
but only for a moment. " What were you 
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before you came to Craigsleigh ?" His ner- 
vousness was not lost upon Mr. Serjeant 
Markham. 

" I was a clerk in London." 

" To what church, may I ask ?" 

" Not in a church at all. I was in a mer- 
chant's office.*' 

" Indeed ! and how came you to leave that 
employment ?" 

The question was a chance one, but it hit 
the mark. Ferrers flushed crimson, and hung 
down his head. 

" Come, sir, you heard my question, did you 
not?" 

"Yes.'* 

" Then be good enough to favour me with a 
reply." The serjeant paused for the reply 
which came not. " Well, then, I'll change the 
question, as you seem to find some difficulty in 
answering it. WJien did you leave that em- 
ployment ?" 

"In April, 1856," replied Ferrers, with a 
sigh of relief. The keen eyes were on him. 

" And you went to Craigsleigh eight months 

Pa 

"I was appointed early in last January." 
" Now, sir, upon your solemn oath, where 



230 A TASC3XD SEZIX. 

were too. and what wei^ yoa domg from April, 
1S56, to Januaiy, 1S59 r"* 

'' Am I obliged to answer this r" gasped the 
wretched man. wiping the perspindon fiom his 
brow, and appealing to the bench. 

''Certainly, if it be pressed,** replied flie 
chairman ; *' though I don't see whal it has to 
do with the case. ' 

'' Perhaps it wonld have been betto* to have 
waited till the question was answeied, sir, be- 
fore YOU said that/' observed Serjeant Mark- 
ham, respectfully, but with cutting sarcasra. 
" Now. Mr. Ferrers, we are waiting for you, 
TVhere were vou. aird what were tou dc»ittr 
from. April, 1S5G, to Janxiaiy, lS5yr" 

I was liviDsr \yiih friends part of the time. 

*' WTiat part of it r 

" The latter part 

" Yes : but how lone did vou live with tout 
friends r'' 

"Nearly six weeks.' 

" Well, that takes vou back to about Christ- 
mas last. T\Tiere were von frc*m the vear 1S56 
up to Christmas last r ' 

"Well, if you must know, I — ^I was in 
prison. * 

" Ha ! ha ! And what for, Mr. Ferrers: 
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" For getting money on a bill of exchange/' 

" Which was forged ?" Ferrers hung down 
his head, and was silent. The long and the 
abort of it is, then," said the counsel, "that, 
before becoming parish clerk at Craigsleigh, 
you had endured a sentence of penal servitude 
for forgery. You may go down, and take away 
your book, Mr. Ferrers. I am not surprised 
now at the neatness you displayed in ^^/^pasting 
that leaf. And the learned serjeant sat down 
with a glance of triumph at the bench. 

His satisfaction, however, was shortlived; 
for the next witness, the Eev. Mr. Thomas, 
proved that years ago, long before Ferrers' 
time, he had noticed that the entries did not 
run on in consecutive numbers from the one 
book to the other; and then Mr. Sampson 
Lagger was called. 

He deposed to having been present when 
Ferrers operated on the book, and corroborated 
all his statements respecting it. He then pro- 
duced the most damning piece of evidence of 
all — ^the letter written by Brandron at Paris, 
on his way from India, appointing the inter- 
view at Westborough, and which had been 
found, addressed to the prisoner, amongst his 
papers at Eossthome Castle !" 
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" My client reserves his defence/' said Mr. 
Serjeant Markham, in answer to the formal 
requisition from the bench, 

" Then," said the chairman, " our duty is as; 
painful as it is clear. Lord Eossthome, you 
stand committed to Maidstone gaol to take 
your trial for the wilful murder of John 
Everett Brandron." > 
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CHAPTER X. 



< ' * 



WINDING UP ON THE REEL. 

Lord Eossthorne was right when he said that 
his secret would soon be public property. The 
great world could talk of nothing else for a day 
or two after his commitment. The fellows 
who bawl out strange and wonderful news in 
the streets by night, got a shilling apiece for 
evening editions of the Globe and Standard^ in 
which the first report appeared. The morn- 
ing papers took it up, and published leading 
articles upon it, in which the prisoner's guilt 
was proved to demonstration in the choicest 
language. To be sure, they wound up by 
requesting every one to suspend his judgment 
till the trial ; but it did not seem to occur to 
the writers to suspend their own. In this free 
England of ours, every man is supposed to be 
innocent till he is found guilty ; only, if people 
will go and get charged with murder in the 
dull time of the year, when subjects for leading 
articles are scarce, they must take the conse- 
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quences. The cheap illustrated journals rum- 
maged amongst their old blocks to find some 
portrait of an elderly gentleman which would 
do for Lord Eossthorne ; and the choice knots 
of pothouse politicians who are good enough 
to return our metropolitan members to parlia- 
ment, were delighted at the idea of a peer of 
the realm — a member of the " haristocracy"-^ 
being sent to jail like a common felon. Then 
arose exciting discussions amongst the un- 
learned in all classes of society about what 
would become of the prisoner if convicted, and 
there was no end to the absurdities propounded. 
A peer could not be hanged — ^yes, he could ; 
but the rope must be a silk one, pix)vided on 
purpose by the Lord Mayor of London. The 
High Sheriff of Kent would have to act as 
executioner — no, bless your heart ! the exe- 
cution would be on Tower Hill. The prisoner 
was confined in the Tower — everybody knew 
that! What nonsense to talk about lords 
being hanged! they were always beheaded 
(be-eaded was the usual way of pronouncing 
the word in the quarters where this idea was 
prevalent). "Them there bloated baristo- 
crats was always treated different to other 
people.'* The learned in Lincoln's Inn and 
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the Temple were ftill of excitement. Would 
the prisoner claim his privilege, and be tried 
hj liis peers ? Would parliament be sitting 
when he would be called up to plead to the 
indictment ? Would there be a trijvl in West- 
Bjdnster Hall, with a Lord High Steward, and 
all the rest of it ? Who would defend him ? 
Would Markham lead ? How much would he 
have on his brief? And so on. There were 
gientlemen who went about looking mysteri- 
Qus, shaking their heads and shrugging their 
shoulders, and giving their friends to under- 
stand that they had known all about it long 
ago, but — ; and that they could disclose a 
great deal that had not yet been made public, 
only — . There were ladies who gave it as- 
their opinion that Grrace Lee must be a very, 
bold-faced young person to behave as she did 
in court. Lastly, there were fogies who got 
red in the face in their club vrindows, declaring 
that the whole thing was a conspiracy, by God [ 
A got up thing, to ruin Kossthorne. Eoss- 
thorne was a man of honour, sir ! He commit 
^ murder ? Not he ! If he did, the fellow 
deserved it, by God ! and that was all about it. 
Those confounded Eadicals were ruining the 
country, and it would not be fit for a gentle-* 
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man to live in soon. Afterwards, when no 
further disclosures were forthcoming, and all 
these good people had had their say, thejr 
found something else to talk about. 

Few were more agreeably surprised and per- 
plexed at the disclosures which were made 
than our old friend Jim Riley. He, too, had 
been hunting, and at first hit upon the true 
scent. He was the first of the three visitors 
who called on Sister Mary (whom he knew to 
be his mother's sister), in the convent at HuB. 
To her he communicated his suspicions that 
poor Nancy was — and he called her — " a gentle- 
man's child." He urged that the mysterious 
hints thrown out by his mother referred to her 
— there he was right ; and that the miniature 
and other articles which he had found in the 
cottage at Westborough would, sooner or later, 
give a clue to her parentage — there lie was 
wrong. Not much help did he get from his 
grim aunt, until after Stephen's visit, and Mr. 
Lagger's enforced interview. Then she sent 
for him, and was unnaturally communicative. 
She told him of her sister Lucy's fall whilst in 
the service of Lord Penruthyn, and of the 
child being placed in his (Jim's) mother's 
care* 
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" It was of this wretched infant," said Sister 
Mary, " of which your mother spoke. She 
.was always a poor, weak-spirited fool, ready to 
take the burden of other people's sins upon 
herself; and this Nancy that you speak of may 
or may not be her own daughter. At any rate, 
your mother could not have spoken of her. She 
spoke of the child which was taken away from 
her by its father when you were still a boy ; and 
the portrait and letter you have found relate 
to her. I will help you to trace out this child." 
Then she told him that a man named Williams 
had removed her fi'om Westborough, and that 
she had been placed by him in a school which 
she named at Worthing. At that time Williams 
was clerk to an attorney in Bucklersbury, Lon- 
don ; but she (Sister Mary) knew nothing more 
of him, or what had become of the girl. Jim 
Biley traced the clue thus afforded, and identi- 
fied her as Grace Lee — ^themore conclusively on 
account of the wonderful resemblance she bore 
to the miniature before mentioned ; and the 
story told by the grim Sister of Charity being 
thus corroborated in an important particular, 
he made up his mind to believe it all. His 
next discovery was an important one. He 
found out that a gentleman had called at his 
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mother's cottage the very day that he had 
quitted it with Nancy ; that he had exhibited 
much surprise and consternation when he heard 
that Mrs. Eiley was dead, and that her son 
had carried off the imbecile woman who passed 
as her daughter. In the course of his inquiries 
as to who this person was, what he was like, 
and where he had come from, made of the 
neighbours and at the railway-stations, he 
encountered Mr. Lagger. By this time the 
detective had obtained that evidence which 
connected Lord Rossthome with Brandron, 
and pointed him out as the person whom the 
latter had summoned to Westborough. He, 
'Consequently, had ceased to " want" Jim as a 
principal in the great murder case, but he was 
very glad to jfind him, and have him ready to 
produce in court at the trial ; because his pre- 
sence there would exclude one important topic 
which might be urged in defence of the 
prisoner. 

" If you'd kept out of the way, Jim," ex- 
plained Mr. Lagger, " they'd 'a sed, ' Where's 
Jim Eiley?' — that's what they'd 'a sed. They'd 
'a sed, ' You go and take a nobleman of high 
character into custody, because he was seen 
about the spot that day, and you don't look 
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arter a travelling tinker, who has bin in trouble, 
who was thereabouts too !' Where is this 'ere 
travelling tinker ? Pro-duce him. Have you 
searched for him? Well, if you have noty 
youVe ne-glected your dooty, and in his ab- 
sence there is a reasonable doubt that the 
prisoner is guilty. If you have^ and cannot 
find him, there is reasonable cause to believe 
that he has bolted because he is guilty : and 
in either case, the prisoner might get off. I 
don't intend this 'ere prisoner to get off. I 
intend to con-vict him, and then to re-tire into 
private life with my little niece. Therefore 
you and me will keep company, Jim, and be 
very good friends, and help each other. Now, 
youve got a little game of your own, you have," 
continued the detective, winking his right eye 
and jerking his elbow into Jim's ribs. " Tell 
me what it is, and I'll help you." 

After a little demur Jim did teU him, and, in 
return for his confidence, and certain useful in- 
formation which he incidentally gave, he re- 
-ceived the important news that the gentleman 
who had called at Mrs. Eiley's cottage was Sir 
Oeorge Tremlett, of Tremlett Towers. 

It must be admitted that our worthy Jim's 
motives in seeking and following up these dis- 
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coveries, were not of unmixed purity. He felt 
kindly enough towards poor Nancy, but the 
thought that he should he able to make a good 
bargain, on his own account, with those who 
might feel it inconvenient to recognize her, 
was present to his mind when he commenced 
his researches ; and great was his disappoint- 
ment afterwards, at finding what he had thought 
the real scent about to be disclosed by others. 
He was, therefore, not dissatisfied with the 
evidence he heard in Poundbridge Town Hall, 
evidence which left his chances exactly as they 
were when Sister Mary diverted his search 
from the right direction. 

And why did she do this ? Well, it never 
was exactly cleared up, and she was not the 
sort of woman to volunteer an explanation. 
A story was, certainly, put forward, that she 
acted under the orders of her superiors, and 
notably of the gentleman who lived in those 
sumptuous apartments in St. James's; and 
that she had deceived Jim Eiley and Stephen 
for the purpose of preventing the Bossthome 
estates from passing away from the Corytons 
(who were Eoman Catholics), as would be the 
case if Grace Lee's legitimacy were estabUshed. 
I place no reliance whatever in such an idle 
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conjecture, and think I can trace it to its source, 
& foul one, from which springs much foolish 
and vulgar abuse of a religion which is, at all 
events, entitled to our respect, however much 
we may diflfer from its teaching. No, I be- 
lieve that Sister Mary had exclusive information, 
A^hich was partly correct and partly incorrect ; 
and that the conviction that the child which 
was taken away from her sister Susan was 
really her sister Lucy's offspring, having once 
entered her obstinate head, no argument or 
consideration could remove it. She was sent 
to Westborough to take possession of Mrs. 
Eiley's cottage, the lease of which had several 
years yet to run ; she heard people chattering 
about Stephen and Grrace, as people will chatter 
in small country places ; or, happening to see 
them that afternoon, wandering, lover-like, in 
the wood, drew her own deductions, and gave 
her terrible and unnecessary warning con- 
scientiously. It was from her that Mr. Lagger 
learned that the " Susan " who corresponded 
with Brandron was Mrs. Eiley, of West- 
borough; and even he was thrown off the 
right track by the answers She gave him whilst 
under the screw, on the day when poor Patty 
Marsh lost her sailor sweetheart. Hence the 
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erroneous deductions which he drew £rom 
George Howell's letters. Has the reader for- 
gotten the hungry-looking tramp who passed 
by where Stephen and the detective sat, just 
when the latter was about to draw those de- 
ductions ? There were others which this poor 
fever-stricken wretch could have disposed of, 
if he had heard what was said on that occa- 
sion. 

All doubt, however, as to Nancy's birth and 
parentage was removed the night after Lord 
Kossthorne's commitment, when, after a long 
conference with Steevie, Sir Greorge Tremlett 
sent for Jim Riley, and claimed her as his 
child. The fears of a discovery, which had 
haunted him ever since his marriage, were 
now removed ; and he could explain to Steevie, 
in faltering tones, and with averted looks, the 
mistaken inference he had drawn from his 
having exclaimed, "Good God! Steevie, you 
will not betray me ?" when told by the latter 
that the secret of his visit to Westborough 
was known. 

Great, as you may imagine, was the excite- 
ment in Little Union Street when the news 
about Nancy was brought ; and universal were 
the regrets felt by Mrs. Wantley and her family. 
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when, three days afterwards, the poor girl was 
removed to a quiet little lodging near Hamp- 
stead, which her father had taken for her. 
Even the fair and haughty Mora expressed 
herself graciously on that occasion, and hinted 
the gratuitous services of Mr. Cornelius. 
Bruffor, the chemist next door, to Stephen on 
Nancy's behalf. Mr. Cornelius Bruffor was 
the abject slave of Miss Flora Wantley, upon 
the strength of a promise lately obtained, after 
months of devotion, that she would swear to 
love, honour, and obey him, as soon as he could 
establish a private practice which should be 
sufficiently remunerative to enable him to give 
up the shop. Miss Wantley, who had main- 
tained an elegant appearance the greater part 
of her life from the sale of penny newspapers, 
could not " abide" marrying a shopkeeper. To 
Mr. Bruffor's credit be it said, that he had long 
since declared that Nancy must have country 
air, generous diet, and a tonic treatment — 
recommendations which were echoed by the 
celebrated doctor whom Steevie called in, to 
the great delight of the little chemist and 
druggist. So, as I have said, the patient was^ 
taken off to Hampstead, and Helen — ^ber first 
and best ally — ^went with h^. 
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Poor Nancy ! They called her an idiot 
down in Westborough. Idiocy was not her 
affiction. She was merely of weak mind from 
her birth, and nothing had been done to rouse 
her from the mental lethargy into which she 
sank, and which grew upon her, until the last 
spark of sanity was almost extinguished. Her 
entire change of life, and the bustle of the 
little shop, did wonders in developing her dor- 
mant intellect; but the atmosphere of Little 
Union Street and Ruby Eow was almost &tal 
to the bodily health of one who had spent her 
life from infancy upwards amidst the hop-gar- 
dens and pleasant pastures of breezy, fragrant 
Kent. As the strength of her mind increased, 
so, only in a greater and swifter ratio, did her 
physical strength seem to die away and leave' 
her. She never thoroughly recovered from 
the exhaustion of that long tramp from West- 
borough, and the effect of sleeping in wet 
clothes in the open air. It was only on his 
arrival in London that honest Jim obtained 
the money which he had paid Mrs. Riley. 
He was all but destitute when he left his mo- 
ther's cottage (though he left money there 
which he might have taken), and could not 
afford to pay for a night's lodging on his way. 
Nancy was a stout, strong, hale woman when 
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she started on that journey, and when Stephen 
saw her two months afterwards, he could hardly 
recognize her, so fair and delicate did she 
look. 

Grood Mrs. Wantley was very sorry to lose 
her charge ; nor was this her only grievance 
about this time. Her eldest son had been dis- 
charged from jail — a cripple, poor fellow, for 
life — and at first had gladdened her heart by 
his improved language and conduct ; but a 
great change came over him shortly after 
Nancj'^'s departure. He absented himself all 
day from the little shop, never returning, 
except to sleep and take his meals. Some- 
times he would ask to have liis dinner pa<jked 
up in a basin, and he would limp away with it 
in the morning, and never come back till dark. 
He was incessantly begging money of his 
mother, and one day she saw him emerging 
from the pawnbroker's at the corner, and next 
Sunday noticed, to her sorrow, that he ap- 
peared in his every-day suit. In vain she 
scolded, in vain she coaxed. He would not 
tell where he spent his time and his money. 
He tried to laugh ofi* his mother's anxiety, and 
gave her evasive answers. It was all right ; 
he was not up to any harm. He would tell 
her about it some day ; and so on. 
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But how came he to have the opportunity of 
thus distressing his worthy parent ? Why was^' 
he not expiating in Maidstone jail his defeated 
attempt to escape from his punishment in that 
prison ? Was Jim Riley wrong in stating that 
he would be tried for that offence ? No ; Bo- 
bert Wantley was tried, and acquitted. What, 
acquitted ? when he was found groaning under 
the wall with a dislocated hip, dressed in his 
prison dress, and with a rope made of his bed- 
clothes, clutched broken in his hand ! He was, 
indeed; and when you hear why this hap- 
pened, you can, if you please, moralize upon 
the glorious uncertainty of the law. 

Upon several of the circuits into which 
England is divided for judicial purposes, there 
were — there may be now, for aught I know — - 
certain young gentlemen of good birth and 
fortune, who attend for the purpose of amus- 
ing themselves and extending the circle of their 
acquaintance ; who have no intention — ^as, in- 
deed, they have no necessity — to follow the 
law as a profession, but who see no impropriety 
in standing in the way of hard-working, ne- 
cessitous men who depend upon it for their 
bread and cheese, and thus snatching a few 
guineas from their hands. These interlopers 
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are, for the most part, very ignorant of their 
profession, and would avoid a difficult brief as 
they would a friend who wore an old coat. 
Providence, however, has created for them a 
certain class of business in the criminal assize 
courts, which a boy of fourteen years old and 
average impudence could manage, and has given 
a good deal of this for distribution into the 
hands of a class of men who take delight in 
toadying rich young gentlemen— sons and 
nephews of country squires — and giving briefs 
and fees to those who don't deserve the one nor 
require the other. Unto such a person who 
came yawning into court for the first time in 
the day about one o'clock, came up with many 
a cringe, an attorney of the order lately indi- 
cftted, who presented him with the brief against 
Robert Wantley for an escape, and requested 
that he would draw the indictment, as the cir- 
cumstances made it rather a special one. Our 
fortunate and fashionable young friend, not 
being able to do this himself, got an unfashion- 
able, and, consequently, unfortunate fellow- 
barrister, who knew his business, to do it for 
him ; learned his brief by heart, and ^invited 
half a dozen elegant ladies, his relations in the 
county, to attend the trial, and see what a great 



268 A TANGLED SKEIN. 

lawyer he was. Alas ! the brief — all ftJl of 
flourishes, and got up with the most elegant petil- 
manship — omitted to state any evidence upon aii 
important allegation which the unfashionable 
drawer of the indictment had added as a matter 
of course — an allegation for which any one, 
with even an elementary knowledge of his 
profession, would have been prepared. Our 
fashionable friend was not prepared for it. He 
did not know what the judge meant when he 
told him he had not proved his case. Barris- 
ters to the left of him, barristers to the right (k 
him, barristers behind him, prompted and won- 
dered ; but, though confident enough as long 
as he could read question after question off his 
brief, he became hopelessly flustered when the 
hitch came, — ^blundered, flushed, stammered, 
and sat down, with the court whirling around 
him, so that he could not hear the sharp 
laconic words in which the judge told the jury 
that they must acquit Eobert Wantley, and 
that no costs would be allowed in the case, on 
account of the slovenly manner in which it had 
been conducted. " If pipple will give business 
to pipple who don't understond ut, they must 
take the consequences," said his lordship, in an 
under voice, to the high sheriff. " Besides/' 
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added he, " the poor devil is a cripple for li^fe ; 
siirely he's punished enough. Let 'urn go." 
!Rpugh justice, my lord, and thank you for it. 
Griine is a rough thing, and cannot be justly 
measured with an ivory foot-rule or a pint of 
rose-water. You and I shall never meet again 
with wigs upon our heads, but I shall not 
forget how kindly and justly — how fearlessly 
and well I have seen you judge poor weak 
human nature ; and who knows but that some 
of our countrymen may profit by the teaching 
I have received at your hands ? 

So Bob Wantley was acquitted, and returned 
to his home, only to relapse, after a time, as 
his poor fond mother feared, into the bad 
habits which had caused his ruin. Nothing 
that she could say or do would keep him at 
home. She locked him up in his room,* and he 
broke open the door. She hid his crutch from 
him, and he crawled out without it, returning 
at night in fearful pain from the exertion. She 
went down on her knees, and implored him 
with tears in her eyes not to leave her thus, or, 
at any rate, to tell her where he went, and what 
he did, all those long days. He kissed her, 
laughed, said it was all right ; he was up to no 
harm ; she should know about it some day. 
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and so on as before ; slipped by her, and passed 
out into the street, carrying his dinner with 
him. One day she set his brother Charley- 
then enjoying his long vacation — ^to follow the 
truant; and Charley, who was a sharp lad, 
tracked him till he saw him enter a public- 
house, from which, though he watched the door 
for five hours, Charley did not see him emerge. 
Charged with spending his time there in bad 
company, the culprit laughed, and told her he 
had known that Charley was dogging his steps, 
and had therefore defeated him by entering 
that pubhc-house, and dodging immediately 
through a side door into the next street, whilst 
the confiding brother remained outside. 

" I'll tell you all, mother," said Bob, " when 
the right time comes ; but you wont get a 
word ftom me now, and you shant find out. 
There /" 

Hhomme propose I Mrs. Wantley was not 
deficient in that quality which we lords of the 
creation call " obstinacy," when found in the 
female mind. We have a more dignified 
name for it, I think, when it moves in our 
own lofty bosoms. The good woman deter- 
mined to save her son, and, as a necessary 
preliminary, to find out where and with whom 
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he spent his time ; therefore, as Charley had 
failed in this behalf, he resolved to seek a 
Dftore skilful ally. The proceedings at the 
trial at Westborough had revealed her erratic 
Jodger in his true character, and to him she 
applied, not as a policeman, but as a friend, 
for advice and assistance. 

Mr. Lagger turned the subject over in his 
mind, and after premising that the business 
was to be considered as altogether private, 
and on no account to deter his re-tirement, 
consented to undertake it. Very simple was 
Master Bob's riddle to Mr. Sampson Lagger, 
and those whose services that Ijmx-eyed person 
could command. He had only to tell the 
constable on duty in Euby Eow to watch 
where he went, and to pass on the word. 

^'He goes to a lodging-house in^Eyder 
Street, sir," said a police constable on that 
beat. "He was passed on to me by X 52, 
who had him from B 13." 

" Ha 1 Eyder Street, is it ?" mused Mr. 
La^er ; " and what does he do there?" 

"Goes to see a man who's very ill with 
fever, or something bad. Takes him his 
dinn^ and that." 

"Who's the man?" 
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"Don't know. Got no instructions to 
identify him/' 

" No more you didn't. Quite right, X 52 ; 
you stick to your instructions, and then you 
won't bum your fingers. Who keeps the 
lodging-house ? 

" Jem Taylor. 

" What, cranky Taylor? 

" Yes, sir. 

" Ah ! then he ain't a very good character, 
I should think. I'll go and see him myself," 
said Mr. Lagger. " What time does young 
Wantley get there in the morning ?" 

" About half-past nine." 

" Very well. Now you go to cranky 
Taylor, and you sez — sez you, ' Mr. Lagger- — 
him as knowed you about the gold dust case 
— is a-coming to your house to-morrow 
morning at nine o'clock, and he don't want 
no public reception. He knows you, he does; 
and you knows him pretty well now — ^you'll 
know hitn better if you tries to play any 
little games with him. He wants the room 
next to where this 'ere sick man is, all to 
himself, and he can't ex-actly say for how 
long. He'll be there every day, till he sez 
he's not a-coming any more, and nobody's to 
know he's there.' D'ye understand?" 
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X 52 nodded. He was a man of few 
words. 

" Very well, then ; you'll go and do it." 

X 52 went and did it. 

The following morning Mr. Lagger paid his 
promised visit to "cranky" Taylor, and went 
again, and again, and again, every day. 

The room in Kyder Street where Bob Want- 
ley passed so much of his time was a wretched 
den at the very top of the house, lighted by one 
garret window. Its furniture consisted of one 
chair which had once been rush-bottomed, and 
a wretched straw mattress stretched on the floor, 
in the comer where fell the few sunbeams that 
struggled in through the neighbouring chim- 
neys. On this mattress, covered only with 
a tattered patchwork quilt, lay the tramp 
already twice mentioned in this history, look- 
ing more hungry, more hopeless, more ill than 
ever. 

" Damn you !" he cried, raising himself on 
his elbow, as Bob Wantley limped into the 
room, " where have you been all this time ?" 

"It's only just struck ten, Alf," said the 
latter, in a soothing tone. " Lie down, that's 
a good fellow." 

" Tou talk to me as though I were a dog," 
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replied the other» smkiiig back with a groan. 
" Have you brought me anything to eat?" 

" Yes, Alf, and some tea." 

" Tea be damned ! Have you got anymoney r " 

" No. I told you yesterday that mother wont 
give me any more, and — ^" 

"Why the hell don*t you steal some, 
then?" exclaimed the tramp, turning upon 
him ^vagely. 

" Now, I say, Alf, none of that. I get into 
trouble enough about what I do for you, as it 
is. You didn't talk like that a fortnight ago^ 
when I found you a'most dying in the 
street." 

" I wish you had left me to die. Why didn't 
you ?" said the tramp, turning surlily aside. 

" Because you once did me a good turn, Alf, 
though it didn't come about as you expected. 
Breaking out of Maidstone gaol made a cripple 
of me : but it was the best thing as could have 
happened. I thank God, Alf Blakeley, that I 
was lamed and taken back." 

" I wish to God I had been caught, too. Oh, 
Lord ! I do," moaned the sick man, clasping 
his wasted hands. " Oh, Lord, if I'd only had 
been taken like you and the Prowler, and locked 
up again, I'd not have minded if it had bin for 
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good/* There was a wild earnestness in his 
tone which startled Bob Wantley. 

" Why don't you give yourself up, then ?'* 
he said. " They'd put you in hospital, and 
cure you." 

Blakeley shuddered. " No," he gasped, after 
a long pause, "it's too late now. Where's the 
doctor ?" 

" He'll be here presently, but I have not got 
any money for him." 

" And wont he give me any of that stuff as 
does me good without ?" 

" He don't bring the physic ; he only orders 
it — gives me a paper to the shop." 

" Tell them you'll pay 'em next week." 

" No good ! We owe twelve and sixpence 
already. I tried 'em yesterday, but they'll 
give no more credit. It's awful dear, that 
stuff." 

The sick man groaned. 

"Bob, old fellow," he said at last in a 
wheedling voice, " I must have some more ; 
it makes me strong, and — and next week I'U 
get well and work a bit. Can't you borrow a 
sov. out of the till at home, Bob ? I wish I 
may die. this very minute if I wont pay you 
back, and nobody 'U be the wiser." 

t2 
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Bob rose from his seat with a gesture of 
disgust. 

"Don't, don't, don't go," almost shrieked the 
tramp. " Damn you ! you know I go mad 
when I'm left alone. Stop, Bob — sit down 
again, old fellow, and — and — ^I must have more 
of that stuff or some brandy, I must^ 

" I tell you again I have no money to buy- 
either." 

"But I have. Bob," whispered the tramp, 
seizing his hand. " Can anybody hear us P'^ ' 

"No." 

" Just go to the door and see if anybody's 
about." 

Bob did as he was desired. No one was 
stirring. 

"I have some money. Bob — a little — just a 
little, but I haven't dared to change it. They'd 
not give a chap like me change for a ten-pound 
note." 

" Ten pounds ?" 

" Yes. But they'd change it for you^ Bob.'' 

" It's a duffer !" 

" No, no, no, s'elp me ! It's a good un as 
ever came out of the Bank." 

" Then why have you kept it hid all this 
time ?" 
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" Cos I daren't show it. IVe — IVe starved 
with it in my pocket. It might be — it — ^it — 
But you'll take it and get some more of the 
stuff. Bob. I'll give you half, Bob — come 
now — if you'll get sovs. for it." 

" Let me see it first." 

The tramp raised himself ^s well as he could, 
crawled on his hands and knees to the top of 
the mattress where it joined the wall, and 
drew from a slit in the ticking a large black 
leather pocket-book. This he opened with 
trembling hands, and a thick roll of bank- 
notes fell out. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

WHICH ENDS THIS STRANGE EVENTFUL HISTORY. 

Immediately after his commitment Lord 
Rossthorne was removed to Maidstone jail. 
There was an attempt to hoot him as he 
stepped into the carriage that was to carry 
him, a prisoner, to Poundbridge station, but 
the sight of the pale but resolute girl who 
supported his faltering footsteps seemed to 
overawe the crowd which had assembled round 
the Town-hall, and the shouts of execration 
which had arisen as he appeared died away 
through a low murmur into silence as the 
vehicle drove off; and when Grace emerged, 
weeping, from the station to return to Kernden, 
those who had followed gave her a lusty cheer. 
She did not remain long with the Trehernes. 
In a day or two good Mrs. Coleman arrived 
by arrangement, and took her on to the county 
town, to a lodging which Steevie — who had 
accompanied the accused — had secured for 
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them in the vicinity of the prison, so that 
Grace might be able to see her grandfather as 
long and as often as the regulations of the 
place permitted, 

" I will not play the hypocrite, grandpapa,'* 
she said at their first interview, nervously 
playing with his watch-chain the while, " and 
tell you that I love you. I don't love you — at 
least, I mean not yet; but — but you are the 
only creature in all the world that really 
belongs to me, and you are persecuted and in 
danger, and— and — I do believe you innocent, 
I do with all my heart." And she crept up 
towards him closer and closer as she spoke, 
till her dear head rested on his shoulder, and 
he clasped her passionately to his breast. 

"Ah, child, child," he cried, "you know 
not what fierce coals of fire every caress, every 
kind word heaps upon my head !" 

The night that Mrs. Coleman and Grace 
arrived, Stephen took his departure. No one 
thought of asking him whither, as all knew so 
well where his loving heart would lead him. 
Grace turned a little pale, though, as a thought 
seemed to strike her whilst he was in the act 
of wishing her good-bye, she grasped his hand 
tightly, and whispered in his ear, — 
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" What ! dearie," he replied, " with such a 
man ? No, you may trust me in spite of any 
provocation. I will write often. I shaH. be 
back long before the trial." And with that he 
left her. 

He followed a clue he had obtained, and 
found his father's wife luxuriously settled in 
Paris. She screamed and hid her face when 
he entered the room ; and, oh, what were they 
going to do to her? Oh, were they going to 
send her to prison ? Oh, it was a shame 4o 
break in upon her suddenly like that. Then* 
Rhoda Lady Tremlett cried, and declared that 
Colonel Vincent Champneys was a wicked, 
bad man ; that she had not left home of her 
own accord; that he had fascinated her; that 
he was so kind — he had taken a box at the 
grand opera for her, and was going to marry 
her directly a divorce could be obtained. Thus 
the poor weak creature wavered, alternately 
inveighing against her seducer, and lavishing 
the most affectionate epithets upon him. 
Finally, she told Stephen that it was all his 
fault. If he had remained at " The Towers" 
she would have clung to him, confessed the 
hold that Champneys was obtaining over her 
mind, and by his assistance have broken loose 
from it. 
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Then Steevie placed before her kindly, but 
without mincing matters, the position in which 
sbe had placed herself. He told her that she 
could never retrieve that from which she had 
voluntarily fallen, but that she might and 
^ould escape from sinking to the depths into 
which the villain who had been her tempter 
sought to drag her. He told her that Champ- 
neys could not marry her, even when Sir 
George obtained a divorce, as he was already 
married, and had left his wife — a young and 
friendless girl — ^behind him in India, in the 
power of the rajah he had served. In short, 
he had sold her. At this Lady Tremlett be- 
came indignant, vowed that his wife must have 
been a wicked, abandoned creature* ; that 
"dear Vincent" had told her so; and, oh, 
would they take her back home, and not say 
an)rthing about what she had done?. Would 
they promise to send away " that Francis ?" 
(not dearest Francis now.) If they would 
send him away, she would come home and be 
good, and forgive everybody. 

How was it possible to reason with a woman 
like this? 

But Steevie persevered. Colonel Champ- 
neys — as he called himself — ^had gone to 
England on business, and was not expected to 
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return for a week; consequently Steevie had 
his stepmother all to himself that day. H^ 
told her that it was impossible that she could 
again be received by his father or her former 
friends ; that she might not return to her old 
home, but that anew one, where she could live 
in respectability, could be made for her ; and 
implored her, by all her hopes of happiness in 
this world and the next, to quit her betrayer, 
and go where he (Stephen) would take her. 
To his great joy she at last assented, albeit 
somewhat sulkily, and promised to be ready 
early the next morning to accompany him 
wherever he pleased. 

Steevie went back to his hotel a happy man, 
and was wakened the next day by being pre- 
sented with the following letter : — 

'^Dearest Steevie, 

" It was very unkind of you to speak to 

me as you did yesterday, and you had no right 

to do it. You never treated me properly, any 

of you, and I shall not go back to be taunted 

and abused. I don't believe a word of what 

you say against my dearest Vincent, and will 

not give him up for any one. Beside, I like 

living in Paris. 

" Your affectionate 

"Khoda Champneys. 
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"P.S. — It's no use coming to my house, 
because I have left it to join dearest Vincent, 
but I will not tell you where." 

Let us drop the curtain, if you please, on 
the future history of Rhoda, sometime Lady 
Tremlett, merely stating that Champneys even- 
tually married her — his first wife having died 
of a broken heart — and that she experienced 
another and widely diflferent phase in the life 
of a woman who is married for her money'. 
She received no physical ill-usage. Her life 
was too valuable to her new lord and veritable 
master for that ; but she lived to repent 
bitterly the lot she had inflicted upon herself, 
and, what was a better sign, perhaps the lot 
which she had inflicted on her former hus- 
band. 

Returning from his useless errand, Stephen 
met Mr. Coleman in London, and received 
from him a somewhat startling proposition. 

" I'm very glad you're come back, my dear 
boy," said his old friend ; " and really I had 
little hopes that you would do any good. When 
a fellow like Champneys gets an influence over 
a woman, it is not to be conquered. Besides, 
one must consult appearances in these matters. 
It will not do to let the world suppose that we 
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want to win Lady Tremlett back, because she 
takes all her fortune with her." i ; :v. 

" Can you suppose that I gave the wretch^ 
money a thought?" demanded Steevie, with 
indignation. -i 

"/? No. But there are those who would. 
We have plenty of trouble on our hands al- 
ready, without coveting more. Enough of 
this. It is not what I wanted to speak to you 
about. Now be practical and worldly, Steevie, 
for half an hour, and put all your fine romantic 
notions in your pocket, merely remembering 
that you have duties towards others, towards 
those who may come after you, and that you 
must think of them and their interests whilst 
you form your own arrangements." 

"Go on. There's something disagreeable 
coming, I can see." 

" Well, I don't think you have any right to 
think it so. It is simply this : Lord Kossthorne 
wishes you and Grace to be married at once." 

Stephen was too astonished to reply. 

" You see, my boy," the attorney continued, 
laying a hand upon Steevie's shoulder, " we, 
who know Lord Rossthorne, are pretty sure 
that he is innocent; but there is an awfully 
strong case against him. I have tried and 
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tested every tittle of the chain of evidence, and 
so has Markham, and we can find no flaw. It 
is all circumstantial, certainly ; but it all 
points one way, and there is no gap in it. He 
may be convicted — he thinks so himself ; and 
if he is, all his property will be forfeited to 
the crown ; whereas now he can make it over 
to his daughter on her marriage, and thus save 
it in any event." 

^* And do you think that Grace would con- 
sent to become my wife with this charge 
hanging over her grandfather's head, for 
fifty estates? If you do, you little know 
her." 

" I know that you are a pair of proud, wilful 
children," replied Mr. Coleman. "I know 
also that it is very difficult to make such 
people listen to common sense. If Grace were 
not a woman, I could convince her in ten 
minutes of the propriety of this step. I could 
convince her as it is; but she would not own 
to a conviction. It would not be right — it 
would not be maidenly that she should. You 
must persuade her." 

" What ! before I am persuaded myself ?" 

" Steevie, if a dying man, whom you loved, 
made a request that would cost you nothing 
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but to gulp down some foolish pride, would you 
refuse him ?" 

"I think I would not; but—" 
" Do you love Lord Rossthorne?" 
^' Ay, that I do, through all and in spite of 
all. I blame him — I cannot help doing so, for 
much that he has done ; but I pity, and — and — 
I do love him almost like a father. I oughtn't 
to do so, I know ; but I can't help it, and there's 
an end of it." 

" I fear that we must consider him as a 
dying man, Steevie ; for if he be found guilty 
of this crime, no power on earth can save him 
from the gallows." 
Stephen shuddered. 

" You must go to him," Coleman resumed, 
" and hear patiently what he has to say. You 
would not scruple to give Grace your name, if 
the worst came to the worst, would you?" 
'• How can you ask such a question?" 
" Have you ever considered that, after such 
a disaster, she might withdraw her consent, 
for your own sake, knowing your pride, and 
fearing that you would be some day ashamed 
at the thought that a felon's blood moved in 
your children's veins?" 

" Good heavens ! no. Has she said anything 
that—" 
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" No ; she has said nothing. She does not 
know yet of the proposition. Pray under- 
stand me, that I am only hinting at what may 
be possible — perhaps probable. It is all well 
that you should see the case from both sides. 
Come, come, man, be reasonable. You win 
a good, beautiful wife, and a fine estate, and 
what do you lose? Nothing but a grand 
wedding! Do you think that your married 
life will be any the happier because you will 
be poor and your wife subjected to the climate 
and hardships of an Indian life?" 

"But it will seem so unfeeling," mused 
Steevie. The last argument had struck home. 

"What will?" 

" Why, marrying when he is in such dan- 
ger." 

" Do you fancy that it shows good feeling 
to refuse the repeated and earnest prayers of 
one in such a position !" 

" No, of course not ; but — " 

"There you are with your 'buts' again, 
Take the next train to Maidstone, Steevie. See 
Rossthorne as soon a3 you can, and show your 
good feeling towards him, by doing what he 
has at heart, and easing his mind of a great 
anxiety. Goodness knows that he has enough 
cause for anxiety, which you cannot remove^ 
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Be off now, like a good fellow, and, Stephen, 
he sensible.^ 

Steevie went, and, if yielding to such en- 
treaties as the imprisoned peer made, be a 
sign of sense, he was *' sensible;" and, after 
some trouble, Grace became so, too. Her chief 
difficulty was to acknowledge the necessity for 
the proposed step. She had made up her 
mind that her grandfather was innocent, and 
could not be brought to see that others might 
form a different opinion. " What is the use 
of pretending that he killed poor Mr. Brandron^ 
because he wanted me to be owned, and my 
dear mother's marriage estabhshed? Why, 
these are the very things which, for years and 
years, poor grandpapa yearned to do, only he 
thought that the proofs had been destroyed ! 
Do you mean to say that any jury would say 
he was guilty when this was proved?" 

It was little use telling her that this could 
not be proved, as the law does not allow a 
prisoner to give evidence on his own behalf, 
and no one else could know the fact. 

"Well, then," she argued, "if he is not 
allowed to swear it, he can say it, and that will 
be enough." Grace, you will remember, is a 
woman, and was — what shall I call it?- — obsti- 
nate ? No doubt — ^very obstinate. 
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At last she consented that the marriage 
should come off in a fortnight, and, at the 
urgent request of the Trehernes, it was 
arranged that it should take place at the 
Kectory. 

" It will be the last marriage service, most 
likely, that I shall ever perform in my old 
church,'' said the rector, " and 1 shall never 
have performed one with greater pleasure or 
more confidence." 

In the mean time the conveyancers were set 
to work, and the deeds which were to make 
Grace a rich bride, were duly prepared, signed, 
sealed, and delivered. 

" You will go to Rossthorne after the cere- 
mony, Steevie," said the prisoner, " and take 
possession of the old place. Remember, it and 
its lands are yours. They have settled the 
Welsh property, and some of the money in the 
funds, on Grace and her children ; but, much 
as I know she loves and reveres you, I will not 
let her own a stone of the house in which her 
husband will live, nor an acre of the soil from 
which his influence will be derived." 

So Grace returned to Kemden a week before 
the appointed day, and Stephen betook himself 
to London, to make sundry necessary arrange- 

VOL. III. u 
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ments for his marriage, and for his father's 
future comfort. Now that his wife had left 
him, the supposed great squire, the apparent 
owner of Tremlett Towers and all they looked 
down upon, the titled head of one of the most 
ancient families in England had exactly 150Z. 
a year to support himself an^ his afflicted 
daughter ! 

Do I ask your sympathies for him ? Not I. 
I think that he deserved all his misfortunes ; 
but I do not the less condemn the system which 
crushed him down under the will and pleasure 
of his wife and his son — a system which has 
brought ruin upon many a better man than he, 
and will continue to do so as long as it is per- 
severed in. 

At Sir George's lodgings near Hampstead, 
Steevie encountered Mrs. Wantley, who had 
called, " humbly to inquire," as she said, 
'^ after Miss Nancy." The fresher air, and the 
sight of the flowers in the pleasant little 
garden which surrounded the house, had done 
something for her, but not much. Every day 
found her more languid than its predecessor, 
and marked more deeply the hectic flush upon 
her wasted cheeks, once so rosy and so full. 
The good woman was very proud to answer all 
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Steevie's questions about the little shop and 
all her family, but heaved a deep sigh when 
"Bob's name was mentioned. 

" Oh, sir," she said, with tears in her eyes, 
"he's deceiving his poor mother. He's got 
into bad company again. He's even deceived 
Mr. Lagger, who was so good as to try and 
find out where he went all day, and what he 
did. Mr. Laocofer knows no more about him 
than we do. Ah ! he's very deep, is Bob — 
very — very," concluded poor Mrs. Wantley, 
with a deep sigh. 

This conversation took place the day but 
one before that already given between this 
same "deep" Master Bob and Alf Blakeley, 
the sick man in the Kyder Street lodging- 
house. It will, therefore, be apparent that 
Mrs. Wantley was mistaken, and that Mr. 
Sampson Lagger had found out something 
respecting the truant, only the right time for 
disclosing it had not yet arrived. 

The next sun rose on Stephen Frankland's 
wedding day. There was to be no fuss ; no 
display. Sir George Tremlett was to give 
away the bride ; Gertrude and Maud Treherne, 
Laura and Jane Coleman, were bridesmaids, 
and Cuddy Lindsay consented to act as best 

u 2 
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man, provided that Jackson were associated 
with him, though in an inferior position, to 
" do the brute force," in case that Steevie ran 
restive and refused to come up to the scratch. 

I must do Steevie the justice t^ record that 
he required no such compulsion, and that he 
behaved very much like a rational being 
anterior to and during the ceremony. It just 
suited him that it should be thus quietly per- 
formed, that no one but dear friends should 
watch whilst he plighted his faith, that Grace 
should not be flustered and stared at by a 
pack of strangers, that there should be no 
grand breakfast and stupid speech-making 
when all was over. Nothing but the cause of 
this privacy disturbed him, and his dear little 
bride quite shared his ideas on this subject. 
Ah ! if he, the absent one, the prisoner, could 
but have been there to give them his blessing, 
what more could they have asked to render 
their happiness complete? 

Well, the little wedding party has assembled 
on the Rectory lawn; Grace, dressed in simple 
white, has come slily creeping out, accom- 
panied by her bridesmaids. She has taken 
Sir George Tremlett's arm, and they have 
passed down the aisle of the old village church 
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%o the altar, where Mr. Treherne, Steevie, and 
hia best man are awaiting them. The service 
is begun, and just before the most interesting 
part a noise is heard, as of some one entering 
the church, and hurrying down the side aisle. 

" Who giveth this woman to be married to 
this man?" inquires the clergyman. 

Sir George is on the point of replying, " I 
do," when a hand is placed on his shoulder, 
and a voice whispers in his ear, — 

" I beg your pardon. I know it was so 
arranged, but may not I?" 

It is Lord Rosstliorne who speaks. Neither 
bride nor bridegroom hear or see him, for 
their eyes are downcast, and he stands behind 
them. A significant gesture from him com- 
mands silence to the rest of the assembled 
friends, and the ceremony continues. He 
places the little trembling hand of our dear 
Grace in Stephen's strong, honest hand — the 
irrevocable "I will" is said, the ring is given, 
and those whom God joined that day were 
never put asunder. No, not by the breath of 
one thought. 

I will leave you to imagine the surprise of 
the happy pair when, upon rising from where 
they had knelt, and turning to go into the 
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vestry, they saw who had joined the party. 
The explanation then given was a short one. 
The real murderer of John Brandron had been 
discovered, and, moreover, had confessed the 
crime ! Besides which, a pocket-book, bearing 
Brandron's name, containing bank notes to a 
considerable amount ; a letter from Lord Ross- 
thorne, stating that he would not fail to meet 
him at the appointed spot, and a memorandum 
stating his address in London, had been found 
in the culprit's possession, and fully corro- 
borated his story. 

This was the pocket-book which Brandron 
had asked for shortly before his death, and 
which could not be found. It was the pocket- 
book which Alfred Blakeley, the escaped con- 
vict, had drawn from the ticking of his mat- 
tress, and which had been seized the next mo- 
ment by Mr. Sampson Lagger, who had been 
so long watching what passed between the 
sick man and his guardian friend, Bob 
Wantley. 

The account subsequently given of himself 
by this wretch was a horrible one. Having 
made good his escape from the jail, lie wan- 
dered about the country — ^never daring to 
enter a town or village — hiding during the 
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day, and prowling here and there in search of 
food at night. For four days he had no food 
but half a loaf of bread, which he stole from 
the window-sill of a labourer's cottage, and such 
fruit as he could pluck from the hedges. He 
was hiding in Westborough Wood on the 29th 
of July. He saw Lord Rossthorne and Bran- 
dron enter it. He overheard part of their con- 
versation — the part in which the former had 
solemnly promised to perform the act of jus- 
tice demanded of him. He saw him also writ^ 
his address on a slip of paper, which Brandron 
put away in his pocket-book. As he opened 
it the roll of bank notes was disclosed, and in 
those the fugitive saw escape, safety, wealth, 
but there was only one means of obtaining 
them — murder! Lord Rossthorne left the 
wood, and Brandron sat down on the comer 
of the old sawpit, lost in thought. 

Let us pass over the sickening details of the 
scene which followed. The assassin secured — 
to his idea — unbounded wealth, but, as we 
know, dared not make use of it, but wandered 
over the country a more wretched outcast than 
before, till the fever struck him, and he stag- 
gered back into the streets of London, to be 
picked up by Bob Wantley, and sustained by 
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him for old acquaintance sake till the dis- 
covery was made. 

" He'll live to be tried, sir," said Mr. Lagger, 
who had accompanied Lord Rossthome to the 
church, " but I don't suppose he'll last out. 
He'll cheat the gallows, I believe. And all the 
better, I fancy. Captain. You see by con- 
victing him I collar the 500Z. reward, and 
mean to re-tire into private life along o' my 
little niece, God bless her! When one's in 
the service, dooty's dooty all the world over, 
but blood-money ain't a pleasant thing to 
re-tire upon — ^is it now?" 

Stephen and all present assented. 

" So if he airCt hanged I shall give half of it 
to young Bob Wantley (who did not know 
anything about what he had done), and if he 
25, why I shall give up all." 

" In either case you shall not be a loser," 
said the peer; and then he told him how 
Lagger — immediately upon hearing Blakeley's 
confession — had instructed an attorney to 
apply at judges' chambers for his — the speaker's 
— admission to bail ; how the application was 
granted, and sufficient security obtained; and 
how the good-hearted detective himself had 
hastened to Maidstone with the order which 
once more made him a free man. 
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For these services Mr. Lagger declined all 
thanks. 

"You see, my lord," he said, "I fancied 
myself a deuced clever fellow, and thought 
that I should end my career like the last scene 
in a pantomime, all fiz and shine, by hanging 
a peer of Parliament ; but I made a mull of it 
— that's what I made. There's no denying 
of it. I was bound thereby to set it right, and 
I did so, and that's all about it. I wish you 
joy, miss, with all my heart," he continued, 
turning to the bride, " and you too, Captain. 
Ladies and gentlemen, your servant !" and with 
a duck of his head and a scrape, Mr. Sampson 
Lagger took his leave, and the bridal party 
returned to the Rectory. 

Lord Rossthorne's admission to bail was tan- 
tamount to an acquittal. The grand jury at 
the assizes threw out the bill against him, and 
put Alfred Blakeley on his trial for wilful 
murder. He pleaded guilty ; but as his captor 
predicted, never lived to be executed. He was 
in a dying state when carried into the dock to 
plead. 

Nevertheless, Lord Rossthorne took a hint 
given to him by the friendly detective, and 
went abroad immediately after Stephen's 
marriage. 
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" It ain't pleasant, my lord, to rake, up old 
scores," said Mr. Lagger, as they came along 
together from the station, " but there's tiiat 
aflfair of the registers, you know. People 
might make a fuss about it, and if I might be 
so bold as to suggest that you should make 
yourself scarce in this 'ere country for a year 
or so, I don't think you'd find it amiss. I 
should think, now, that the air of Spain would 
be uncommon good for your complaint," he 
concluded, with his head on one side, and the 
old magpie look upon him. 

What more have I to tell? Very little. 
You would like to know, perhaps, what be- 
came of our "dearest Francis." Do you 
think he turned out to be a hypocrite, and 
came to a bad end? Bless you, no such thing. 
He continued to be the highly accomplished, 
self- confident gentleman which we have hitherto 
found him. His acts were always founded 
"upon principle." He took unto himself a wife, 
and schooled her down to his own level. There 
are not a more proper, well-bred, heartless 
pair in all London than Mr. and Mrs. Treralett. 
Their house is the best-ordered and most dis- 
agreeable establishment you were ever in. 
The gentleman has got into Parliament for a 
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northern borough, and the lady writes papers 
for the meetings of the Association for the 
Promotion of Social Science. The Tremletts 
do not visit the Franklands. Stephen, willing 
to forgive and forget, invited his half-brother 
to his wedding, and received in reply a pom- 
pous epistle, in which the writer said that the 
calamity which had fallen upon his family 
utterly unfitted him from sharing in any sort 
of revelry. ( Steevie expressly stated that there 
would be nothing of the sort. ) He congratu- 
lated him on his good fortune and " manage- 
ment^^^ suggesting, in his nasty little way, that 
he (Steevie) had known Grace to be Lord 
Rossthorne's grandchild from the first. So 
Mr. Tremlett did not grace the marriage with 
his presence, and its merriment did not sufier 
in consequence — the fact of the matter being, 
that the dear fellow was busy with his lawyers, 
scheming how they could get a portion of his 
mother's fortune settled on him (poor innocent), 
whom she had left upon the wide world with 
the beggarly three thousand a year, which 
was his by right on liis coming of age. 

Let us do hiia full justice. Out of this he 
offered his father an annuity of lOOZ. ; which, 
however, was not accepted, Sir George Trem- 
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lett having taken up his quarters in a pretty 
villa close to Rossthorne Castle, which had 
been furnished for him and poor Nancy by 
Stephen. Alas, poor Nancy! Small was the 
trouble she gave to any one, and it did not 
last for long. 

The new rector of Questerthorpe was a lonely 
man for a short time in the spring following 
Steevie's marriage. Cuddy and Gigas were 
made the happiest of men on the same day, 
and two fairer brides than Gertrude and Maud 
Treherne never said " Amen " at the altar. 
The dream of dear old Mrs. Coleman's life 
was also realized about this time in the mar- 
riage of her eldest daughter with Ashton 
Neville. The beautiful Constance had already 
given her hand and heart to Percy Coryton ; 
and I understand there is a probability of her 
wearing the coronet of a baroness after all, as 
those learned in such matters say that Lord 
Rossthorne's views as to his title are not cor- 
rect, and that by the Act of Edward III., 
reversing the attainder of Nigel, the fourth 
baron, the female line had been excluded from 
the succession. This his lordship admits, but 
says that the Act in question was repealed, 
Avith parts of others, in the following reign, 
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by a clerical error, and that the law which 
was passed afterwards to set things right, 
makes no mention of the female line at all. I 
must confess that I do not understand much 
about the question. All I know is, that Mrs. 
Frankland was perplexed and annoyed when 
she first heard there was a probability of 
her becoming " my lady " in her own right, 
and not as Steevie's wife ; and I am sure she 
will be rather pleased to avoid an honour so 
held. This is about the only subject upon 
which she and her husband do not agree. The 
latter declares loudly, tossing his first-born in 
the air, that he '' looks every inch a peer [the 
brat is five months old], and shall not be done 
out of his rights." 

This sentiment Lord Kossthorne, who has 
returned, applauds; and Mrs. Steevie looks 
on with the mother's love-light in her eyes, 
not knowing exactly what to say. 



THE END. 



LOiTDOir: 

SAVILL AND SDWABOS, PBINTEBS, 
CHANDOB BTBBET. 
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